YES! YOU'RE GOING TO HOLLYWOOD! WHATEVER! 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 1 | Aired on 01.14.2008 


Auditions: Philadelphia - Seventh verse, same as the first. Idolkicks off in Philadelphia with slightly more good auditions 
than in the past, but also way more Star Wars geeks than is advisable. 


You guys? It's back. Like Javier Bardem stalking you across the length and breadth of this great 
nation of ours ready to plug you in the brain with a bolt gun full of audition 
episodes, THIS...is American Idol 


Seven audition cities this year, attracting every variety of freak you can imagine (and for some 
reason a disproportionately large number of balloon-animal makers), mostly because you've 
seen variations on these people before: girls with big dreams and bigger hair, boys with gold 
lamé shirts who have some things about themselves they need to come to terms with, girls who 
sing Aretha, boys who sing Aretha, and boys who will no doubt try to sing Rihanna and trigger 
every one of Simon's ugliest impulses. Ryan Seacrest flashes us forward through things we'll be 
seeing later on, and once the credits are finished, he finally tells us we're in Philadelphia 
tonight. So much American history just waiting to be defiled. 


First up is Joey Catalano, who's lost 230 pounds but still can't manage a shirt that flatters him. 
He's the first lead-off auditioner since I've started recapping this show to be any good, singing 
Maroon 5 (damn you, Blake Lewis, what have you done?) and getting unanimous "yes" votes 
from the judges. Simon can't resist snarking on the weight loss, but Joey's too busy getting 
down with his people out in the hall to notice. Ryan wants to date Joey's grandmothers, of 
course, and they giggle but you know they secretly think they can do better. 


Alaa "Yuka" Youakeem is from Egypt and has only lived in the States for three years. | guess the 
show wants him to be their Borat, what with him talking about loving American girls and how he 
has "sexyface." The show makes fun of him for the following reasons: 1) he can't speak English 
that well, 2) he's kind of smarmy in that way only Mediterranean dudes and/or eighth grade 
boys can be, and 3) he's got a prodigious gap in between his front teeth. He has a conversation 
with a tranny prostitute and when that doesn't scare him off, he's sent in to audition. The 
judges futz around with his name, despite that fact that it's on their call sheets, and he sings a 
Bee Gees song, because they're his heroes. He sucks, of course, and not even all that 
interestingly. Paula struggles mightily to tell him so, with Simon prodding her along, until 
Randy finally puts him out of his misery. Randy, by the way, has some weird facial hair action 
going on, with the sideburns that look like the blade of a hockey stick and the hint of a goatee. 
I'd make an "evil twin" joke, but thus far he's been the nice guy. 
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Melanie Yema used to sing backup for Taylor Hicks, the poor thing. She sings the theme song 
from The Hills, which you may have heard somewhere once or twice, and she gets through, 
albeit with lukewarm support. Randy actually yells, "Yes! You're going to Hollywood! Whatever!" 


James Lewis works as one of those historical tour guides and dresses up like a colonial town 
crier and tells people about the Liberty Bell. When he's not wearing tri-corner hats, he's wearing 
giant three-piece suits like he's taking part in the NBA draft. Which he might be, because he's a 
giant. He also might want to consider the NBA for the reason that singing is so totally not in the 
cards. Dude, "yawning" is not an acceptable singing style. Neither is "waiting for the novocaine 
to wear off." Whose idea was this? None of the judges can look at him, and | am in my usual 


middle ground between thinking this guy is delayed and thinking this guy is playing a prank. As 
always, I'm hoping it's the latter. 


A montage of random crappy auditions gives me time to note that Paula's hair is kind of 
Winehousian tonight, but like a shampooed Winehouse, which | suppose is an entirely different 
thing. Dude, leave it to people like Amy Winehouse and Britney Spears to make Paula seem 
together. | know last time we met I was in a very Paula-positive place, but then that 

show happened and we're back to square one. 


Dead-eyed Junot Joyner and the giant cross around his neck both make it to the next round, 
though probably not any farther than that. Of course, if Chantal taught us anything it's that 
dead-eyed reality show contestants can get pretty far, so who knows? Also going to Hollywood: 
cute hood-rat Jose Candelaria (who sings "Unbreak My Heart" in Spanish) and Jonathan Baines 
(who lets out a quiet "my word!" when he gets through). 


Temptress Brown is a big girl, let's just get that out of the way. She tells Ryan she plays football 
as a middle linebacker, so then Ryan does a little play-acting where he takes a three-point 
stance and "comes off the line of scrimmage” like Temptress would, which is kind of adorable 
because of course middle linebackers don't line up on the line of scrimmage, but how would 
Ryan know that? Not because he is or isn't into dudes but because Sundays are when he 

hosts E!'s 100 Most Patronizing Red Carpet Interviews. Temptress threatens violence if you 
make her mad but then downshifts into how she's doing this all for her mom, who is Gilbert 
Grape-level medically obese and is very sick because of it. Man,American Idol so rarely earns 
these attempts at being heartbreaking/heartwarming, but | will say that Temptress -- who's kind 
of affectless when talking to Ryan -- opens up in the audition room and the judges all instantly 
take a linking to her, and when it becomes clear that she's not a singer, they all let her down 
very easy. She starts to cry and begs not to be sent back into that hallway empty-handed, and 
it's manipulative as all hell but fuck, people. This girl is sixteen years old and staring down the 
barrel of losing to her mother to something that's probably too embarrassing to even talk 
about, and all she wants is one moment to be proud of. I'm not made of stone here. The judges 
all decide to walk out into the hallway with her so Temptress can have some kind of a moment 
in front of her family, and everyone heads off her potentially angry dad at the pass with the 
news that Simon wasn't mean to her. Heh. This isn't what | watch the show for, but | appreciate 
the kindness on display. Anyway... 
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Mark Hayes can make cricket sounds with his mouth, and he's only here so that when he 
auditions suckily, the show can play their own cricket sound effects and somebody in the 
production offices can look at that and go, "See? Irony. Who needs scripted TV anyway?" Udgeet 
"Udi" Sampat is, for one thing, 45 years old and thus has no place on this show anyway. He's 
also that nightmare boss who will dress up like Elvis or MC Hammer and call it "improving 
morale." Big surprise: he blows. Hey, remember how every other audition episode for at least 
the last two years has been exactly like this one? 


And speaking of which: look! Our first Montage O' Suck where everyone butchers the same 
song! This week's check-cashing artist is Joan Jett, whose "I Love Rock 'N Roll" takes a beating at 
the hands of, among others, a fat guy, a drag queen, a six-foot tall girl attempting to drop it 
like it's hot, a guy dressed up like a nerd, a goth punk scary lady, the Andrews Sisters, an angel, 
and a freak in a red wig. 


Next is Alexis Cohen, whose impending meltdown has been teased going into every commercial 
break thus far. She looks like...a lesbian tennis player from the 1970s, plus seven tons of 


too-sparkly makeup, giant plastic star earrings, and according to Ryan, the stench of incense. 
She claims she "doesn't care" whether people look at her funny, which, as always, means she 
cares about nothing else but whether she can get people to look at her funny. She lives ina 
one-bedroom apartment with her mom, her two cats, her dog, her artwork, and her Asperger's. 
In with the judges, she says she gets compared, vocally, to Janis Joplin, Grace Slick, and Pat 
Benatar. Paula and Randy are like, "Whoa, big talk," and Simon's already dreading this. Her 
version of "Somebody To Love” probably kills at karaoke because it sounds enough like Grace 
Slick to pass muster without actually being good, which is the stuff of all good karaoke 
performances, because here's what nobody talks about: we all secretly hate you actual good 
singers who get up there all serious and belt out "Amazing Grace." (Yes, Parisa from Real World: 
Sydney, | mean you.Love ya, but come on.) Simon tries to let her down easy, saying maybe 
joining a band is a better avenue for her, though Alexis says she's never been all that 
comfortable around other people. She exits the room rather meekly, then proceeds to go on an 
extended social-anxiety-driven freakout out in the hallway (and beyond) about how Simon's a 
smug prick (possibly true) who was mean to her (not at all true), and how they can all go fuck 
themselves because now she's going to be an actress (even less true than the Simon thing). 
Hard to imagine this girl's never been able to make it happen with a band. She gets really 
excited about flipping the bird to the camera and generally makes an ass out of herself while 
simultaneously guaranteeing herself a featured spot in this very episode. Congrats, hon. In the 
best part of this whole episode, Simon's back in the audition room, asking someone offscreen 
who played the villain in the first Spider-Man. "Willem Dafoe," he's told, and Paula nearly spits 
out her 180-proof "soda" when Simon says that's who Alexis looks like. There was one genuine 
moment in that entire segment, and that was it. 
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A Montage O' Families brings us to Angela Martin, who looks spookily like that crazy asshole 
Monique from that one season of Top Model. Angela's not a crazy's asshole, though. She's a 
single mom whose daughter has Rett's Syndrome. Angela's giant network of family and friends 
are all here to support her, and everyone has a good cry about it before the audition. Inside, 
she does the best thing ever when Simon asks her to tell them something about her and she 
talks about singing in a wedding band rather than leading with her hard luck story. | like her. 
And it's a damn good thing | do, because in quick succession Angela a) sings Stevie Wonder 
("Signed, Sealed, Delivered"), and b) name-checks Simon. Sweetie, no. Simon tells her she's 
going to need to break some bad habits, mostly needy crowd-baiting bullshit endemic to 
wedding bands, but she's unanimously put through to Hollywood. Outside, Team Angela goes 
crazy. Inside, Simon is bewildered by the concept of being happy for other people. Which he 
blames on his being British rather than being a self-conscious grump. 


Alyse Wojciechowski dances like a spazz (Ryan likens her to Taylor Hicks, because he's mean) 
and sings that infernal Bublé version of "Feelin' Good" that | have already exhausted myself by 
railing against so whatever. Alyse screams her way through her audition, with Simon comparing 
it to a nightmare he had last night. She's out, and so are a couple other tone-deaf screamers. 


Milo Turk is another old person trying to be weird enough to get on TV. Milo looks so exactly 
like Dr. Tobias Funke, Analrapist that it takes the fun out of making the comparison. It's like, 
"Hey, you know who you look like in that Dracula costume? Dracula." He could have rescued it 
by finding a blonde and a kid and making it a group audition for the All-Natural Good Time 
Family Band Solution, but alas. He writes his own songs, as if this couldn't get any better, and 
the one he performs is called "No Sex Allowed." It's funny, see, because he's ugly. Paula and 
Randy humor him, but Simon's over him almost immediately, and you know who | side with. His 
song did end with the lyric, "And if you don't like it, get outta town!" which reminded me of my 
very favorite Buffalo Bills general manager and a famous press conference meltdownn he had 


where he ended up screaming that very line to the Buffalo sports media. Dude, if my dad read 
these recaps he'd be all over that one. 
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Kristy Lee Cook lives in a log cabin, kickboxes, and sold her horse to make the trip to 
Philadelphia (from Oregon). She also looks like a model, which means half of the population is 
going to fetishize her for the first two and the other half will excoriate her for the last one. 
Inside with the judges, she says she also "cage fights," which leads Randy and Simon to ask if 
she means, like, in Jello. She kind of adorably looks at them like, "Don't be gross," which | dug. 
She sings "Amazing Grace" with some country twang, and it's pretty, though | admit I've lost the 
ability to judge one's singing ability from that song. Too overdone. But I think Kristy might have 
the stuff. The judges enthusiastically put her through, with Simon encouraging a bit more 
confidence. 


Two freak auditions can be grouped under the same Star Wars banner, but we won't get to the 
second one for a bit yet. Benjamin Harr walks in wearing a Jedi cape and flings it off to reveal 
Princess Leia's bronze bikini. Dude, that is so played out! It's 2008, for fuck's sake. Work 
some Battlestar into the routine, shit. Simon wants to know what the hell this is supposed to 
accomplish, and Ben kind of sweetly begs for them all to find it funny. "Sweetly" because his 
face looks pretty angelic, but honestly? If you're begging for it? | have lost all respect for you. 
Yes, | say, | have lost all respect for the guy wearing the bronze Princess Leia bikini. Paula and 
Randy tell him to go shave off his chest hair and come back. Because they are, in the end, 
bigger jerks than Simon and they always have been. 


Another Montage O' Suck includes that tranny hooker from earlier. She may, in fact, be a 
woman, but she was maybe raised by tranny hookers. The point of this particular montage, 
however, is the potty-mouthed tendencies of the Philadelphia populace, exemplified by Paul 
Marturano, who stares creepily and intensely at Paula while he sings some song about stalking 
women. It goes from creepy to funny and back about six different times before Simon finally 
has security escort him out. 


Then, in one of the strangest transitions this show has ever attempted -- and they've attempted 
plenty -- we segue from that Paula stalker to a woman named Beth Stalker. Slow clap 

for American Idol, y'all. Beth is herself being stalked by her top-of-the-head ponytail and the 
responsibilities of motherhood. We see her cute little daughter doing the drunken baby walk 
while we learn that Beth recorded an album of church songs when she was four (called Little Liz: 
Jesus Loves Me...oh my God, you guys). Okay, who brought the ringer? | thought this 
competition was for amateurs. Singing "Bewitched, Bothered, and Bewildered," one of the 
hands-down prettiest songs from antiquity, a couple of things become apparent: one is that she 
can sing very well, with a clear, mature voice that's confident enough to stand on its own 
without accoutrements. The other thing, however, is that Simon is totally not sold. | figured it'd 
be because she sounds so old-fashioned (it's not just the song -- her voice is very mucha 
throwback), but he says it's because she won't stand out in a crowd. Randy and Paula vote Beth 
on to Hollywood where she'll have a chance to prove otherwise, and I certainly hope she will. 
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Before we cut to commercials, we see Ben Harr getting his chest waxed. Jesus. As one of the 
posters said last night, the fact that he doesn't recycle the "KELLY CLARKSON!" line from The 
40-Year-Old Virgin makes this entire segment a waste. And so when we return from the break, 
Ben comes back before the judges with his newly hairless chest underneath the bikini 
and...dude, it is so much worse. | don't have any hangups about dudes waxing, but the entire 


effect here is very disturbing. It's like if you put Kevin Smith's head atop Nikki Blonsky's body 
and then shoved it into a fetish costume. Yikes. And he sings "Don't Cha," the official anthem of 
freako /do/ auditioners everywhere. Ben seems like a decent guy who's just doing this for a 
laugh, and I really hope whatever frat he's pledging lets him in, but I just can't. He gets three 
words of the song out before Simon and Randy give him the bounce. Simon still manages to sell 
his bewilderment at American camera-whoring after all these years, musing, "All because that 
fat lump wanted to be on TV." Leave Perez out of this, Cowell. 


Chris Watson has the disadvantage of being tall, gorgeous, and talented, the poor guy. | can't 
even hold the fact that he sings Uncle Kracker against him. He's got a smooth R&B voice that 
doesn't bore me, and he looks like what would happen if any of the Marley family cleaned up 
and went on a job interview. Simon /oves him, and he's through to Hollywood. 


Okay, here's the other Star Wars freak. Christina Talisano has the Princess Leia buns, a Star 
Wars logo belt, and she does the wookie voice for the camera. Dude, hot. She looks like Missi 
Pyle in Dodgeball. She interviews that it's either international fame and fortune as a singing star 
or a job in corrections back in her Connecticut hometown. The show lingers on her geek bona 
fides for a while, which is boring, because it's all stuff we've heard before: conventions and 
Romulans and nerf herders. What sucks is that she seems like a decently okay girl, obsessed 
with a thing, sure, but an agreeable sort, but you know that's all going to collapse into a heap 
of bullshit after she auditions. And it's my absolute least favorite brand of audition, where she's 
not good enough to be a singer but not bad enough not to have fooled herself into thinking she 
can. These are the ones where hearts get broken. She tries to sell herself on her "goofball" 
personality, but it's "no" votes across the board. She takes it well enough (and avoids 
other-dooring herself) until she's out in the hall with Seacrest and her grandparents, at which 
point she f-bombs her way through an "it's hard out here for a dork" rationale. | want to feel for 
the girl, but she treads far too close to "I guess I was just too real for them" for me to truly get 
onboard. Still, could have been worse. And her grandparents were lovely people, trying their 
best to keep her from saying "fuck" on TV. 
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Brooke White enters the audition room while Christina is still ranting outside. | guess we're 
supposed to be struck by how Brooke is the embodiment of everything Christina's pissed about: 
"pretty" girls who get treated better than dorks with hair earmuffs. And | guess that might be 
true if Brooke didn't look like she'd just spent a week camping out in a dumpster full of 
Shakira's hair extensions. Anyway, she works as a nanny for twin year-old girls, who apparently 
don't get freaked out that they're being cared for by Natasha Lyonne's doppelganger. She talks 
to the judges about her clean living lifestyle: no drugs, no alcohol, no R-rated movies. She even 
managed to marry a goody-two-shoes just like her. Normally, | wouldn't cotton to such a person 
(no R-rated movies, for serious?), but Brooke isn't preaching and she seems to realize that she's 
kind of a square and is cool with that. She sings come Corrine Bailey Rae (aaaah! Antonella 
flashbacks! Antonella flashbacks!), and she's decent, if not spectacular. The judges like her, and 
Simon of course wants to bring her to Hollywood and turn her into a vulgar old cynic like him, 
so she's moving on. She gets the night's only "other door" (the sneaky devils in production 
managed to lock the right-hand door this time around, | love it), then gets welcomed to "the 
dark side" by Ryan. Boy, l'Il say. 


Twenty-nine people to Hollywood via Philadelphia, and Christina Talisano thinks they're all 
conformists. She voices-over her bitter feelings about how everyone who got golden tickets 
looks the same and acts the same and fits into the same pop mold, all the while we're seeing 
clips of the people headed to Hollywood. It comes across, hilariously enough, like some 
slow-mo tribute to conformity and sameness. And for an audition episode that was pretty much 


a carbon copy of every audition episode I've ever seen, that's a fitting enough way to sign off for 
tonight. 


DATELINE IS WATCHING, SEACREST 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 2 | Aired on 01.15.2008 


Auditions: Dallas - It's just like in Philly, but in Dallas instead. Have you ever heard of Kelly Clarkson? Does the name 
bother you yet? Because it's about to. 


Welcome to Dallas, home of Kelly Clarkson, who has succeeded all over the place. Is she the 
"lone star" of Texas? Somehow | doubt it, but Ryan loves saying that. | was saying to Joe last 
night that | wasn't sure if | could even apply myself to watching the show, much less writing 
about it -- but my hope was that once | heard the song, and saw Ryan Seacrest's little face, | 
would probably come back. "Let Ryan bring you home," Joe said. And you know? He was right. 
Some gross Dallas girls welcomes us to Dallas and we get a proto-Dallas intro to the city, and 
then some screaming. Has anything happened here "since we've been gone?" Heh. It was hot in 
Texas, everybody says, and then they talk in those accents. 


..And right into the crystal meth, complete with mugshot meth-face. Pretty blonde girl, who of 
course has a billion children, etc. Meet Jessica Brown (24, Longview TX) who sang in recovery, 
starting with "Jesus Take The Wheel." Which we get to hear while the girl drives around with her 
child in the backseat. | hope that that little girl is not a bastard like in the song. Mom praises 
her -- and her so-very-Dallas highlight/lowlight stripes -- for becoming human again, which | 
love, and then she tells us that her mission is to inspire people to quit with the meth already. 
Given the little story, I'm guessing she has a great voice. And she does: her "I'll Stand By You" 
has such clarity and smokiness that her kindness really comes through. | don't trust anybody, 
really, unless they've been in the shit. She has that trustworthy energy. It's great. Simon says 
she made it interesting, and her mascara-running little sister outside stresses out and nearly 
loses consciousness. She gets through, of course, and there's a giant recovery hug with 
screaming. Aww. "They didn't think that | would ever be here," she cries. | like that girl. | like 
this season. | like how somebody can go from Jessica Sierra back to Kelly C., and we get to see 
it. 


Some big blonde Army dork with a charming smile does a gimpy dance and is cheered -- 
spotted: Jessica Brown, totally bored with his antics -- and then tells us about his sad mentally 
impaired life in landscaping technology. It's a good life, but not one | feel great hearing all 
about. Ryan asks him once again to dance like a moron, and the music thumbs its nose at social 
programs. Paul Stafford (25, Crosby TX) is a member of the American Rollercoaster Enthusiasts, 
among the other less-visible groups to which he clearly belongs. Randy and his cute facial hair 
talk about how American Idol is also a scary ride, and Simon gives Paula props for her "ups and 
downs" pun relating to the scary ride that is this awful show. He then sings that boring Elliot 
Yamin song about how you have to wait for the song to end and it never, ever does. Most 
especially tonight. Paul Stafford makes me sad, | would like to be his friend but don't want to 
talk about him anymore. Paula talks at length about how "joyful" he is; even Simon corrects the 
lack of joy we feel watching Paul, with whom we are both quite taken, by the end. He leaves 
with grace and poise, and that goddamn retard music plays him out with a stupid trombone. 
Luckily, Paul's attempt to give props to Simon, for showing such care and restraint, results in 
the glorious and unintentional bon mot: "Simon didn't come down on me like | thought he 
would, so that's always good, because he goes down on just about everybody." | LOVE you, Paul 
Stafford. 
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Everything's bigger in Texas, we are reminded for the second time by a giant drag queen of 
Pink, who is discernable from Pink not so much. Some girl with an eyebrow ring...the end. Beth 


Maddocks (18, Coppell TX) will be singing "Beautiful Disaster," half-appropriately enough. She's 
screechy and wearing parts of a black potato sack. They stop her quickly enough, and Randy 
and Simon agree that it's only half-right. They discuss how she sings while waitressing, Simon 
gets bitchy about it, they kick her eyebrow-ring-wearing ass to the curb while her mean girl 
stripper friends watch her freak out and Ryan holds the door closed. Then there's an hour of 
bad auditions, a guy with thirty family members, a chubby girl who clearly loves horses, anda 
screaming woman in strange garb. 


Then comes pretty blonde Alaina Whitaker (16, Tulsa OK) and all of her teeth, telling us how she 
and Carrie Underwood kind of look alike, in her mind. She busts out "Stronger," by Faith Hill, 
and it sounds very much like good singing sounds on this show; | don't know the song so | have 
no idea how much of the ornamentation on it was her idea, but it sounds great. Simon says she 
isn't as good as she thinks she is, although she's good, and blows her mind by using the word 
"latter." ("OK Fraaasier LOL," texts her brain.) Unanimous yes, and she's through. What we 
needed was more Carrie. Her family goes crazy and Ryan restrains her Reba-like grandmother, 
then that Crest commercial where Ryan flirts with heterosexuality while Sela Ward smirks 

behind her voiceover and looks thirty-three for the eighth decade running. 


More untrue Texas bullshit stuff involving cattle, and then these scary inbred high-schoolers, 
boy and girl with the same long hair, that are tall like pine trees act totally freaky and sing one 
of those musical theatre songs where you're singing two songs at once. Or maybe they are 
actually singing two different songs at the same time. It's mind-blowing, like Clay Aiken, but 
you don't really want to investigate further, like Clay Aiken. 


more so? Perhaps all-time all-star championship mind-blowing? Bruce Dickson (19, Bastrop TX), 
who has never kissed a girl or had sex with a woman, and cannot stop talking about it. At 13, 
his dad gave him a Promise Keepers locket and they got all virginal on each other, and God was 
like, "This is not what | intended at all." Bruce tries to explain the weird mechanics of their 
creepy incest lockets, like, the dad has the "heart" and the child has the "key" and one day the 
"heart" will go to a "lady" but until that day, they're both content with the boy shoving his "key" 
in the dad's "locket" whenever he feels the urge. Even the show is like, "This makes me want to 
throw up." If this were a girl and her dad, the authorities would be there in a hot minute, but 
instead the world is like, "I don't get it, | don't want to get it, the kid looks like everybody in a 
gay porn anyway.” High school wrestling looks up from the floor and asks, "Anybody finding 
this inscrutable but upsetting nonetheless?” And as if | needed to tell you this, the boy walks 
exactly like Ryan Seacrest. He is also pretty classically victim-beautiful in that helpless blonde 
Dennis Cooper way, like you don't let this kid on Greyhound without a chaperone, but the dad 
just managed to make the whole thing somehow even grosser. Suddenly I was like, 

"What is A-Fed up to these days?" 
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Ryan tells the dad showily, "If he meets the girl in Hollywood he'll be in big trouble, don't get 
me started," which is funny, as if Ryan's five-minute ride on the carnival bones of Terri 

Hatcher was ever real. But then! Then, the dad is like, "Ryan, you'll be kind to him?" And Ryan 
just about explodes with this face of, "You mean like...while I'm fucking him? What are you 
talking about?" before spitting out, "Trust me, you don't want that either.” | am just...so...deeply 
uncomfortable with all of this. "I've kissed a girl today," Ryan says philosophically, staring off 
into the sunset, and then the dad helps him put the fire out on his tiny pants. Inside, the kid 
sings a beautiful "Ain't No Sunshine,” while Paula thinks about what if she was alone with 

him behind bars. Simon and Randy aren't convinced, and Paula tells him to quit with the R&B, 
because he's so violently white. Unanimous no, because | cannot deal with this kid at all. | have 
a locket around my neck right now and it says Dateline Is Watching. Bruce asks for advice and 


Randy tells him to kiss some girls, and Simon tells him not to let Ryan fuck him. What is going 
on here? 


Wow. Just wow. | need a violent and talented young lady with a mohawk right now. Oh, good! 
Welcome to the Ororo Munroe Memorial Dungeon of Pia "Zpia" Easley (24, Chicago), who looks 
like she just took down the entire Thunderdome. Sparse orange mohawk, frilly shirt, 
pugnacious and professional attitude. She's like Nadia's punk-rock dominatrix lesbian sister. 
(Which personage | always thought was Nadia, until just now.) Her rendition of Gladys's "I Have 
To Use My Imagination" is confident, clear, not too obviously sassy, and strong. She has some 
jacked up teeth and, Simon notes, well more confidence and style than the usual backup singer 
types that come through. She's...a fine singer, nothing too special but good, and they all love 
her, which makes me happy. | was so obsessed with Blake Lewis last year because | thought he 
represented this show finally getting its 21st century shit together -- and it's that which at least 
gives me hope for Pia, even though she's more like some far-flung century to which I cannot yet 
count. One day we'll all look like Pia and have knife-fights underground, which is pretty much 
what I've been waiting for all this time. 
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Ryan is so totally interested in Brandon Green (21, Lucedale MS), even though he's totally boring 
and collects his fingernails in a baggie. That is like an eyebrow ring times three. They discuss 
the shit at length, | don't know what all they say because | was barfing, barfing, barfing. Ryan's 
grossed out too, and thanks the Lord for his twice-weekly manicures. Brandon offers Ryan a 
commemorative fingernail and then tells the judges that he wants to be a role model and not 
Britney Spears. You're well on your way to Britney Spears, you gross troll. The judges discuss 
the nails with him also, earning him Paula's eternal hate and Simon's total disinterest. He sings 
"Rich Girl" by Hall & Oates, which Randy thinks is funny, and sounds pretty good and 
Mississippi-ish, but I will never forgive him for the nails. | hope he makes it to the finale so I can 
figure out new ways to call him disgusting. Simon calls him "forgettable" and Paula likes his 
gross ass -- "You would,” Simon snorts -- and Randy likes his tone, even with occasional nasality. 
That's two, yeah? Come on! He kisses Simon's ass a while, and has really delightfully beautiful 
teeth, and whatever, he's in. Screw you, Brandon Green, keep that shit at home. This is why TV 
is good for you, it's so you don't get weird and save your waste products. I'm convinced Howard 
Hughes just needed him some Gossip Girl. 


Pretty, wispy Kayla Hatfield (24, Campbell TX) has two kids and some kind of debilitating 
illness...there we go: she got t-boned a while back, lost half her face, kept her heterochromic 
eyeballs, and so now she's got a Victoria Williams vibe about her. Black boots, a black skirt and 
shrug, and a lovely dress with matching headband. She lectures the judges about nothing 
whatsoever for a while, about the Iraq and like such as, and then busts into "Piece Of My Heart." 
And it would be really good, if she weren't obviously so fucking nervous all over the place. 
Which bums me out so bad, because she's sweet as hell. Simon flirts with her about how 
exhilarating and exhilarated and nuts she is; Paula says no (!), but they put her through even 
though there's pretty much no chance of her making Top 24, because she's cool. Her whole 
family is wacky enough that I think she's a Hatfield of the Hatfield-McCoy Hatfields, like she 
might break into an Irene Ryan/Gold Rush Moonshine jig at any time. So | guess watch for that! 


Ryan -- fresh from a dismount off some filly, we presume -- introduces us to more shitty 
auditions, including a scary song from a hugely fat black guy about his mommy, a semi-cute big 
guy who cannot sing, a little child-man who looks like Napoleon Dynamite out of costume and 
cannot sing "Think" and whom Simon pronounces "creepy." Last audition of ... whatever day this 
is: Kady Malloy (18, Houston TX), who looks exactly like Alaina-the-Underwood from earlier 
tonight. She's clearly an intelligent and funny girl, despite her mall-rat looks, and | find her 
extremely likeable. | wish her hair were just a tad healthier, but that's it. She does an 


"impression" of Britney that sounds about fifty times better than the reality -- biting from her 
baby-voice moaning and weird stop-start phrasing -- and then heads right into "Before He 
Cheats" and sounds great...if exactly like Carrie herself. They stop her immediately and she 
goes into "Unchained Melody," which doesn't sound like anybody in particular except the way 
everybody sounds on this show. She does some neat tricks with her registers, though, and 
Randy and the rest agree that regular Kady flavor is the best flavor of all. Awesome. "Super, 
super talented," Simon says, and Randy totally scoffs, but they love her. Paula and Simon agree 
that she's the best they've seen so far. | can't disagree. Paula and Randy caution her to be 
herself only, at all times, like all eighteen-year-olds on Earth are so good at; Paula claps like a 
seal, yes, but dude, she's so together tonight | can't believe it. 
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Eleven in all made it through on Day One: Kady, a man in a hat, a girl with stripey hair and big 
boobs, some blonde girl with hips, a dude, a man who believes in himself, an Asian girl, 
another guy, whatever. Gift horse: the fact that we've seen mostly good auditions is lovely. 
Coming up: some horrible shit and some more horrible shit, apparently, which might explain 
why my TiVo cut off at the 77-minute mark. 


Day Two: Everybody's irritating. Paula looks a little wobblier than yesterday. Some awful chucker 
with dreads, we already know, is going to be around at some point; this weirdo refuses to 
scream along with Ryan's pointless jabber, to save his no-doubt awful voice; Ryan compares him 
to Xtina Aguilera because that's the only person he knows of. Meet Douglas Davison (28, 
Austin), who has been hobby-singing since sixteen, and believes in Xtina's advice to not fuck up 
your voice by singing crazy. One time he got beat by his father for singing, who hates him. Not 
like he really hates him, just like he totally hates him. What a sad, boring story. In the judges’ 
chambers, he does some weird vocal warmups and then has a seizure which is, he assures us, 
another cleverly disguised warmup. He then sings "Living On A Prayer," which sounds like if you 
went down on an ungulate, should you be led to do such a thing. Simon and Randy are grossed 
out by all this; I'm just wondering if he has other hobbies. | bet he's got mad inventions to 
share. 


The unappreciated weird guy wanders around moaning crazily, causing Simon to spit 
profanities and bleeps all over, and Paula's like, "Pull it together." When Paula Abdul needs to 
explain that you're fucking around and wasting time in a weird fashion, go home and invent 
something. He keeps freaking out and screaming and mumbling and being gross, and pisses 
Simon off like crazy. "You're whispering and panting and doing all this strange stuff..." he says, 
and then pretty much threatens to beat the shit out of him. Paula looks totally pretty, you guys. 
She's dressed like Blair Waldorf with the headband and all, it's great. I'm done, Simon and Randy 
are done here, why is this happening? The guy continues to wander the floor and screech, and 
Simon finally gets the security to carry him out -- still singing -- "They're going to take you toa 
safe place, Douglas." Outside, he shrieks into the camera and Randy notes what we have always 
known: that Dallas is totally weird. 


Meet the totally obnoxious and gross-looking Angela Reilly (24, Dallas), who just got married 
and whatever, her husband knows how to count, the husband is a professional model, she 
brings him in, he is hot but obviously does not know how to count, so that's a lie. | hate this girl 
and she can't sing, thank God, so we won't have to look at her fake tan and scary teeth and 
Ginsu face. She's one of those Dallas sorority types that is so good at looking hot that you never 
look close enough to reveal the vampiric, bony Monet concealed within. She shakes and shivers 
and wiggles and screeches and acts like a ho, and her husband Chad goes WOO! and whatever, 
get these people out of here. Can we have the mental case from a second ago back? Or make 
Chad do some pushups or something? 
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End. END IT! This is painful. Awful! Chad calls out "Hit Me With Your Best Shot," because he's in 
charge apparently, and she craps all over that one too. They are the most perfect couple in the 
whole world, and | hope that they don't burn the sausages. Thank God the holy institution of 
matrimony is protected in this country, or else | would be forced to marry an Alsatian hound 
and move next door to them in their trailer. Marriage is so, so beautiful. | hope they have one 
hundred stupid babies. Fast-forward three years when they realize that even love and their three 
shared brain cells can't help you make sense of subprime mortgages, or how to count to ten. | 
can't remember the last time I reacted this toxically to just a few seconds of dealing with a 
person. Coming up: what if Chris Daughtry were gay and even more off-putting? 


First, this adorable squinty nerd boy with an awesome Oklahoma accent and wants to one day 
be the Governor of his state. He also likes to look at fat girls' boobs, apparently. OMG this kid. 
What if he could sing? He's so great! He's awkward and weird and hilarious. Kyle Ensley (21, 
Valliant OK) immediately impresses Paula with his demeanor and the fact that he's honestly one 
makeover from being an actual hottie. He's what we've agreed to pretend Clay Aiken is. After 
Paula trumpets her "optimism" about him a million times, he sings a Queen song in a very 
choir-inflected way. | like it. It's not /do/ really, but it's nice. | find myself actually leaning 
forward while the judges screw around and then...Tivo dies. Man, see, this is what happens 
when you care about anything. Back in a few. 


Whew, with minutes to spare. Thanks, Boomer! Kyle believes in character, and in values, and 
Simon thinks he's better than he appeared -- instant yes, blowing Randy and Paula's minds. 
Randy calls it "glee club" and Kyle dorks out a whole bunch; Paula decries "academic" as a 
terrible thing to be, and Simon says that she's looking at the possible future President of 
America. "If the President smiles like you,” she says, and leaves the ending open. Then Kyle 
cries, and they talk about what a freaky disappointment Clay Aiken has been for America. Ouch. 
Paula puts him through, and he gets even more awkward. | can't tell you how exciting it will be 
when they fix his looks. So exciting, is how. 


Tammy Tuzinski (24, Grapevine TX) sings R&B-pop, she says, and then compares herself to 
Celine Dion. She has a froot-loopy art teacher vibe that goes well with her middle-parted, glossy 
brown hair, spaced-out lack of anything to say, and general Swamp Thing-inspired ellipses. 
She's darling, and very lovely. They are going to eat her alive, as the editing tells us. "The Power 
Of Love" is...brutalized. This is not a song I love, or can even handle at all, but man what she 
does to it. And she just gets more and more nervous, and prettier, and spacier, and then just 
stares at them. Apparently this song is called "If You Asked Me To," which is... can't blame her 
for getting the two songs confused. | really, really like this girl, as does Ryan, but it's not 
enough. Take the crap that is Celine Dion, and then take a crap on it. Unanimous no. 


-- Page 7 -- 


Is this dude hot? Colton Swon (18, Muskogee OK) is mysteriously cartoonish and his hotness is 
like a cat in a gedankenexperiment box. He's got Howie Day hair, always ambiguous, and all of 
his cute little features are clustered in the middle of his giant head, like a Cabbage Patch doll. 
Luckily, he's got an eye for Urban Outfitters and Diesel fashions that are flattering, and he sings 
pretty well. Paula has nothing to say beyond the fact that Dateline is watching her right this 
second, and that he is kind of squinty. Simon thinks he's okay, doesn't sing awesome, but is 
totally hot and salable. He plays this last close to the vest but | know he'll be okay with him in 
the end. And then it's unanimous. 


Ryan gives a speech about cowboys and how men are men, and so of course there comes the 
usual parade of gender estrangement. Fat Pink, gay kid in a Chippendale's outfit, some dude in 
a wig and muumuu, tranny getting tranny with it, showing us she's "versatile" with a photo of 
herself as a guy. Whatever. 


Total farmer hottie Drew Poppelreiter (24, Saltillo MS) drives a tractor around with some song 
about how sexy tractors are, and then talks some crazy country talk | can't really understand. | 
bet he sings like a bomb. This is the first home visit, so watch him. He sticks a fucking piece of 
straw between his teeth and says the word "farmin™ about eleven times. He is also dressed as a 
farmer at the audition. Are you telling me this is what America is wanting? Because he'd be hot 
in anything, without all the creepy farmer sparks flying everywhere. Also, he sings exactly like 
George Strait. Great, | guess. I'm in. Fuck it. Simon's an instant no, because of country music, 
and Randy loves him, also because of country music. Paula correctly notes that he is a secret 
squirrel of the Scott Savol variety, with no discernable approach specific to himself, but then 
puts him through because that's how this show works: he's totally hot, accessible to a freaky 
degree, and this show is a joke. 


Kyle Reinneck (20, Edwardsville IL) is a hardcore rocker who likes rockin’ and guyliner, as well as 
having sexual relations with men in a homosexual way, and is too depressing to really talk 
about. Suffice to say that the main emotion he produces in me is gay bashing. He's got a 
"rockin poster of the kids he counsels (scary) with his awful fake tan, who are "rockin' out" with 
him, and then..."rocks out" all over "Never Again." The last time | saw a man do that to a person, 
it was in the back room at the Chain Drive. Please, please get this kid off my screen. It's scary, 
his face is weird and manic, on which Simon calls him, and he agrees that he is intense. 
(Perhaps it is the guyliner?) Mostly | think that he is awful, and I think he should sing less and 
be cool for like five seconds. This behavior is unconscionable. How inappropriate. Paula's like, 
"You're off-putting in every way, to a degree that you're not going to fix this with any amount of 
therapy or rehabilitation." Simon just about pulls out a gat. Why are we wasting time on poor 
Kyle? | bet he's nice. And | bet his boyfriend is forty years old, and mostly hates him, and they 
fight a lot about things that aren't actually very important. 
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Awful dreadlocks guy intros us to a long montage of "Since U Been Gone," including a bunch of 
people not interesting enough to highlight anywhere else in the episode. Did you know some 
people can't actually sing that great? Because this stupid show is here to show you that it really 
is true. Dudes doing the splits, falsettos, a mime, Elphaba, little girls from Sunday school, a 
nerd, an overenunciating person. | love that song so damn much but now I'm not sure | want to 
marry it anymore. 


From Kelly C's Burleson, TX, comes Nina Shaw (24). She's got legs down to here and is totally 
adorable, even with the flower in her hair. She sings "Run To You" and boy, is it annoying. 
Simon calls her "old-fashioned, overthought and overdone," and Paula calls her "pageant-like." 
She then annoys her way through "Summertime," | think, and Randy decides that she is jazzy 
and that it reminds him of Amy Winehouse. Nina responds by shooting needles of bleach into 
her eyeballs and then jumps out the window screaming, while cutting herself. It's still not as 
annoying as her singing. So of course they put her through, for some stupid reason. Maybe 
she'll get better, maybe I'm grumpy. | don't know. Two hours is a long fucking time, you guys. 


The sun is finally setting on Day Two, and like why go out on a high note or with any effing 
class, so of course we get this creepy dude in a pimp cape who looks stupid, talks in broken 
English, and gets his cape fluttered by Ryan, who asks why a man dressed in white fur and 
silver cape would get bows from passersby. Renaldo Lapuz (44, Reno NV, of course) whines that 


nobody ever bows to him, so the dude bows to him, super low, and Ryan loves it like only a 
short man can. It gets to a point where Ryan becomes uncomfortable, but that point is way 
further than you think. Inside, Paula wonders why the dude's hat says "Simon," and his answer 
makes no sense, and Simon laughs angrily for awhile about how his life is a dumb-ass joke for 
three months out of the year. Randy one-ups the dude in boring blather, and then the dude 
sings a song he wrote himself, about him and Simon, and everybody else. "We Are Brothers 
Forever,” he sings. And yeah. It's kind of catchy, but still. | mean, this is the biggest show in the 
history of television. Do we not, as Americans, owe ourselves more than this? Everybody leaves 
during the fifteenth verse, and Simon is left to send hate vibes at Renaldo all alone. I'm not 
exaggerating. It goes on for seriously ten minutes, the same two lines that make no sense, 
about brotherhood and shit. 
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Ryan, Paula, and Randy wander around like that moaning freak earlier, laughing and singing 
alone. Paula finally busts out with some of her storied dance moves, and the dude finally 
fucking quits with that awful William Hung racist stupid bullshitty...bullshit. Simon shakes his 
hand and then gives him a big hug, which we see from lots of angles before he launches into a 
truly crazy insane speech about how wonderful Simon Cowell is. | want a hug from Simon so 
bad! He is "Heaven's Chosen"! Just as Renaldo says! So like the speech slash love letter to Simon 
is something that | totally love and agree with, but the show of course treats him all villainy and 
ironic, and we cut to clips of people flipping him off. Anyway, it's funny, | can see that, and | 
can't really figure out a way to argue that what we need is to listen more to grumpy old white 
dicks. This particular one that | adore, even, | can't really make the case for that, so: Twenty 
more people make it through, Simon is awesome, we get it. Next week, San Diego and 
somewhere else. Wake me when it's Hollywood, if you please. 


UN-AMERICAN IDOL 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 3 | Aired on 01.21.2008 


Auditions: San Diego - The two best auditions in San Diego come from an Australian surfer and a tattooed Irish lass, while 
everyone else is either boringly decent or boringly bad. Simon manages to make a lap dance look wholesome, though. 


In honor of the passing of Heath Ledger, American Idol has decided to open tonight's episode 
with two old dudes in fishing hats with their arms around each other, welcoming us to the San 
Diego auditions. Man, | wish Ennis had stayed alive long enough to grow fat and old with Jack, 
too. Anyway, it's either accidentally sweet or accidentally creepy, which is how this show turns 
out sometimes. This...has been a really weird day. 


The theme of Ryan's introductory voice-over is all about how American Idol went and spoiled 
the idyllic San Diego beaches and clear blue skies with its corporate awfulness. Which | guess 
makes /do/ the Red Mango of SoCal. Then it's a lot of what you normally see -- crowd of 
enthusiastic freaks lining up for a chance to be ridiculed on TV. 


First up: Tetiana Ostapowych, who is clearly a Good Audition, but whose staying power is, | 
think, limited because though she tries to mask it, there isn't a ton of heft behind her voice. 
She's either got breath control problems or else she's shortening up her phrasing too much, but 
whatever it is, I'm slightly underwhelmed. Simon is too, as he tells her she's not as good as she 
thinks she is, though he passes her on through. Once she exits screaming into the hallway, 
though, he proclaims: "Ob. Noxious." | don't know if I'd go that far, but she does like to prance 
around for the camera a lot. 


Up next is single father Perrie Cataldo. Take that, single-mom brigade! Perry's son, Avion, 
shares his daddy's unfortunate slicked-back ponytail, but | think he also caught a touch of the 
adorable from him as well. With the kid on his lap, Perrie carefully avoids telling Ryan the 
specifics of Avion's mom's passing away, only that she was in the "wrong place at the wrong 
time, with the wrong people, doing the wrong things.” So it wasn't lupus. Seriously, though, if 
you're of the belief that American Idol ultimately comes down to whose backstory can most 
successfully manipulate people into voting for you, then...well, you're probably a Diana 
DeGarmo fan, but also you gotta figure this guy's gonna take a whole army full of orphans to 
take him down. Inside with the judges, he sings "I'll Make Love To You,” and I can't tell if he's 
super nervous or has a lot of vibrato or both. But he's got a real voice in there, and all the 
judges love him, so he's sailing on through to Hollywood. Ryan brings the kid in to cute things 
up for a bit, and I'd expect to see him in Hollywood too. 
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Michael Johns is from Australia by way of Los Angeles, and he sings one of those Otis Redding 
songs that wasn't made famous by the Black Crows. It flirts with being overwrought, particularly 
for someone who looks like he should be in a movie about surfing, but Simon likes it. The 
"white soul singer" thing, as he calls it, certainly works, so why not send him to Hollywood? He's 
so dorkily happy about it in the hallway, too, so I guess I like him now. 


And after three good auditions in a row, the show is kind of screaming for some trainwrecks, so 
bring on the first Montage O' Suck: some strange-sounding Sherman Oaks resident making 
Eastern Orthodox noises. Then there's this 19-year-old who looks like one of Vanessa's 
boyfriends from The Cosby Showwho screeches annoyingly. And Mikalah Gordon crossed with 
Topanga from Boy Meets World does...something terribly wrong. Yikes. 


Speaking of wrong, here's Valerie Reyes. She is apparently under the impression that last 
season's Antonella and Amanda were totally awesome (which: how could she possibly get that 
impression given all the attention the show didn't pay them?) because she acts exactly like them 
but with an extra dollop of crazed Mariah Carey vocal dysmorphia on top of that. Valerie thinks 
she sounds exactly like Mariah, to the point where she can be walking down the street, singing 
along to her iPod, and people will think it's Mariah singing when it's actually her! And then 
those people will walk away and laugh their asses off because if Regina George tells you that 
skirt you're wearing is totally cute, you bet your ass she thinks it's the ugliest thing she's ever 
seen. Also, for the schadenfreude fan in all of us, Ryan gets Val to admit that she loves 
watching the audition rounds on this show the best because she gets to laugh at all the awful 
singers. To which group she does not include herself. On to the audition! Simon compares it to 
"Mariah Carey's CD, left out in the sun for a year," and | am having a hard time improving upon 
that. It's like if you kept all the bullshitty stuff Mariah does but took away the good voice 
underneath it all? You'd get Valerie. Randy lies to her that she has a decent tone if she'd only 
get rid of all the bells and whistles (not true), and Paula clearly hates her, so it's three "no" 
votes. Out in the hallway, it dawns upon Val that she's now one of those auditions, and you get 
the sense that if she knew that ahead of time, she'd at least have worn some fucked-up 
costume. Speaking of which... 
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A guy in a poncho singing next to a mime (the law of averages said we'd end up at this point 
eventually) leads to a Montage O' Costumes during which Ryan actually says that showing up to 
auditions with some retarded gimmick is sure to "backfire." Aw, okay nobody tell Ryan about 
how more than half of these people are just trying to get on TV as the freaks. His innocence is 
almost charming. So here are Monique and Christopher. Monique sounds almost exactly like 
Serena Williams, while Christopher is her spindly gay companion who (I'm guessing) gets all his 
frustrations out through dance. Simon mocks out Monique's schizo fashion sense, and Monique 
announces her intentions to sing "Whitney Houston's 'I Believe In Miracles." Simon: "And you 
think you can sing that song?" Joe R: "Dude, she can't even say what that song's really called." It 
sounds like an entire village of Carmen Rasmusens all cried out in great pain and were suddenly 
silenced. Monique then does the thing that annoys me most about the shitty auditioners: when 
the judges tell her "no," she just starts singing something else. That shit makes you look either 
a) crazy, b) like an asshole, or c) like a crazy asshole. And then she starts crying about 
everything she's been through -- oh, wrong season to try to play that card, hon -- and goes 
bawling out into the hall. Her friend Christopher, by the way, gives pretty much the same 
audition: shitty singing and an inability to shut the fuck up when he's told "no." Randy, by the 
way, is fantastically bitchy towards him once he realizes this kid's acting like a dick. Like, | know 
understand what Randy would look like as a drag queen, snapping his finger all, "Out of tune, 
bitch!" Anyway, both Monique and Christopher end up cursing the judges and flipping them off 
out in the hallway, because nobody's ever done that before. 


A Montage O' People Who Love Various Judges (complete with Ryan's obligatory bewilderment 
that people actually like Simon), brings us to Samantha Musa, who thinks Simon's "really, really 
hot." Ryan, of course, plays it like he's totally offended. Samantha calls him on it, all, "Stop 
being bitter, short stuff, | still like you too." Samantha's sister is with her, and she may like 
Simon even more than Sam does, and when Sam goes in to audition, she shoots a paper 
airplane (!) inside the room, begging to be allowed inside too. The paper also says that Simon's 
on Sister of Sam's list of people who she wants to meet, along with Oprah and (as Simon reads 
it) "OH-buh-mah." The girls are like, "Barack Obama, you adorable British freak." So Sister of Sam 
gets to judge the audition from Simon's lap, and everybody's kind of cute about it. | don't know 
how Simon manages to do it, but he avoids "creepy old man" status every time, in situations 
where anyone else would be making my skin crawl. Dude, if Donald Trump conducted the next 
boardroom with Jennie Finch on his lap, | might never stop dry-heaving, but this is kind 


of...charming. | don't know. Samantha's audition -- "Until You Come Back To Me" -- is good, kind 
of Kat McPhee-ish, but | feel like these kinds of auditions are a dime a dozen. She deserves to 
go to Hollywood, and she does, but | really hope she's going to kick it up a level once she's 
there. The sisters double-team Simon (with hugs, perverts) while Randy and Ryan freak out 
about all the attention they're not getting. Paula would do the same, but the guy on the Captain 
Morgan bottle has been winking at her all day, she she's feeling pretty good about herself. 
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Day Two, according to Seacrest, brought heat stroke along with it. So that'll be the default 
explanation for some of what follows. Like Blake Boshnack, who was on the show two years 

ago when he came in dressed up like the Statue of Liberty and Simon awesomely kicked him out 
after half a note. This year he's dressed like a normal person, the better to allow his weird 
personality to shine through. He's auditioned ten times and has brought along his 
doppelganger/mother, who manages to be the bigger /do/ freak of the two. Inside the audition 
room, we see the judges read the call sheet and realize that Blake's the Lady Liberty freak. Blake 
is of the mind that dressing up like that and making a joke of himself took a lot of "chutzpah," 
which is kind of predictable. "It takes balls to be this socially maladjusted," is a sentiment that's 
brought us things both annoying (Napoleon Dynamite) and wonderful (The 25th Annual Putnam 
County Spelling Bee), after all. Blake's "Stand By Me" makes you understand why he auditioned 
in the first place -- his voice could pass for decent in the right context, though that context isn't 
this show -- but maybe after ten rejections he'd get the point. The judges say no, but Simon is 
at least appreciative that Blake came as a person rather than a costume this time. His family's 
pretty cool out in the hallway, good-naturedly laughing about it, and Blake pledges to the home 
audience that he'll be wasting his time and money on this doomed endeavor next summer as 
well. 


Rod Stewart, for whatever mysterious reason, provides the soundtrack for the next Montage O' 
Suck, which includes Sarah Long, who's been in all the promos as being as bad as William Hung. 
She's not, and she gets about seven seconds of airtime total, so | really hope you didn't 

skip The Biggest Loser just to see that. So all this crappiness leads us to Alberto Hurtado, 
who...oh man, | can't deal with this tonight. I'm already 80% sure that Alberto is some local 
radio station prank, but even if he's not a local-media-supported practical joke, he's kind of a 
joke on the human race itself. As a character, none of his affectations hold together. He's a 
dude with a blissed-out girly voice; his face looks like Chyna's but his hair is straight from the 
Diana Ross collection; he's all "namaste" in the way he speaks, but he also favors Native 
American eagle imagery, paper fans (he's made giant ones to hand to the judges), figurines of 
Spanish dancers, unpainted plastic fingernails, and holding flowers in between his toes. If this 
guy were in any way attractive, he'd already have starred in three Pedro Almodovar movies. 
Inside the audition room, we find out he's written his own song (of course he did), and with an 
entire color wheel before him in terms of what to focus on, Simon zeroes in on the fact that the 
song is depressing. Yeah, it's the song that's depressing in this situation. There's some 
foolishness about trying to find the happy part of the song, and then three blessed "no" votes 
later and it's over. And on his way out, some random lady who looks like if Patty Hearst and 
Wendy Pepper were cross-bred in a lab gives him props for his talent on multiple levels, one of 
which is "floral." Alberto's "got it going on" in the floral department. 
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This cute, dreadlocked guy named Aaron is a big ol’ freak in the singing department, and 
despite Paula's fucking with him (she asks for ten seconds of something else before Simon tells 
her to shut up) he doesn't make it. | don't know why that leads us to David Archuleta, who is 
sixteen, looks exactly like the adorable little brother you may not even have, and used to have 
paralyzed vocal chords. Oh, great, another gay teenage orphan I'm going to have to adopt. So, 


yeah, vocal paralysis. It's no trachea scar, but it'll do. You can tell even from David's speaking 
voice that there's still some residual after-effects of his former affliction, and | honestly thought 
it'd effect his singing too, but apparently it doesn't. He's not a professional singer -- not right 
for this competition at its highest levels -- but he's a good singer. He'd be great in his high 
school's musical production. He's not going to be the American Idol, though, and | will be 
pissed if the producers make him the Sanjaya this season, because: don't do that to one of my 
gay teen orphans. I'm glad he's going to Hollywood, because that will be a great experience for 
him, but I'm praying it stops there. He sings "Waiting On The World To Change," for the record, 
and Randy (who's been really awesome this season so far, and | am not usually a fan; due credit 
to the facial hair, | suppose) quite lovably sings the background parts. He votes "yes," then 
Paula, in lieu of an actual vote, expresses her desire to squish David like a teddy bear. Simon: 
"So that's a no from Paula, but a yes from me. You're going to Hollywood!" It's a nice moment 
for everyone. Now don't go and ruin it, show. 


Last up is Carly Smithson, Irish by birth but currently hailing from San Diego, who runs a tattoo 
shop with her husband, who has tattoos all over his face like a monster but who, says Carly, 
didn't want to accompany her to the auditions because he thought he might scare people away 
from her. Which seems totally sweet, and they're lovely together from what we see, but I have to 
wonder what's the point of big, scary face tattoos if you don't want to frighten people. You 
know? Carly auditioned back in Season 5 -- getting thousand-, million-, and trillion-percent "yes" 
votes from the judges -- but problems with her visa meant she had to drop out. Also, because 
she had to tour Europe with her band, The Cranberries. She auditions this time with "I'm Every 
Woman," and it's a good audition with a poorly chosen song. She's got this great husky thing 
going on in the back of her voice which is getting swallowed up by this white-girl-soul thing. 
Simon says she doesn't sound as good as two years ago, which scares the shit out of her, but 
he never really follows up on that (that we see). She gets three "yes" votes and is on to 
Hollywood. I'm hoping to see something surprising out of her once she gets there. She and her 
scary/cute boyfriend are scary and cute and she cries for a while about second chances and she 
pledges to work really hard and | could really root for her, so fucking BRING IT, Dublin. 
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Thirty-one, including Carly, made it through from San Diego, though if they weren't as good or 
interesting as the ones we saw tonight I can't imagine them going further. This was a 
modest-to-underwhelming group. Perhaps there we'll have better luck in South Carolina 
tomorrow. 


TRUE LOVE WAITS, SEACREST 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 4 | Aired on 01.22.2008 


Auditions: Charleston - A new baby, some rude youngsters, and a little lesson in chastity -- why, what were you 
expecting? 


Charleston: A city in South Carolina, the Friendliest City In America, a wondrous dance, a 
delicious Chew. And, perhaps, the home of our next American Idol. Ryan "sure [is] glad y'all 
could join him" there. Of all the lovely cities in the American South, | can honestly say I've never 
once considered Charleston. Based on the screaming-crowd B roll, it is a town full of beautiful 
people. Whether or not the fact that they've decided to play "Let's Get Retarded” over the intro 
package signifies, | cannot say, but one person who speaks well of the place is the adorably 
young married professional Oliver Hymen (?), whose totally pregnant wife just went into labor, 
cruelly ending his dreams like an amniotic tsunami. Perhaps he'll be back. | certainly hope so, 
he's great. 


Not great: Rayshard! (27, Atlanta.) Imagine young Michael Jackson's hair on the black Clay Aiken 
-- and it's the kind of Clay Aiken fan that is proud of the resemblance, and it's the kind of 
audition where the resemblance is, sadly, unreal. He sounds ridiculous and gay and -- to quote 
Randy and Paula respectively -- "over the top" and "theatrical." Simon compares him to the 
classic "cruise ship cabaret" and even wonders if perhaps a magic trick would not have been out 
of place in the performance. 


Next up: Gross, foulmouthed cornpone waitress DeAnna Prevatte (26) from Albemarle NC, just 
like Kellie Pickler. Whose video for "Red High Heels," we see, is totally adorable. Who knew? She 
curses at the judges hideously about the Sunday-morning buffet crowd, horrifying everybody, 
and gets aggressive and weird with Simon right out the gate. She sings "Fancy," which as you 
know is the best song ever written about whoring, and a big favorite of mine. She is not a good 
singer, although it doesn't sound too bad, but sometimes a silk purse is not on the horizon, 
and this is one of those times. "You're a little tiger, aren't you?" asks Simon, and then she 
explains how she has strange capitals in the middle of her name. He describes her performance 
as "angry," and gives a straight-up no, as do the other two. Simon promises if he ever finds 
himself at her restaurant, he won't overload her workload, and she shoots daggers that actually 
scare the shit out of him for once. You know what's cuter than regular Simon? Almost nothing, 
correct, but | will say that Simon at a loss is just slightly cuter. Randy's like, "I hope that she 
doesn't wait for you in the parking lot," and Paula thinks about how she can get a gun into the 
girl's hand without getting fingered. 
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Every crowd shot contains this one hot guy with curly hair, and then you see the fruits of 
white-trash Abilene video game love. They met on the Al.com message boards, of course. The 
girl one is cute, quotes Yoda, the whole bit, and he has a ponytail. I'm going to say some words: 
bisexual polyamory. Magic tricks. Renaissance Faire. Klingon costume. Bondage and 
domination. Those are just some words for you. Their names are Randy Stark (27, Abilene TX) 
and Crystal Ortiz (26, Raleigh NC). They give us a hideous duet of "She's More" by Andy Griggs 
(?), which is a song apparently about how lowered expectations are a double-edged sword, 
which at least shows some kind of intelligence on their parts. He's not...they are kind of 
adorable, in a double-wide kind of way, but they cannot sing, and that's why we're here, so 
please, please, go away. The judges are nice, and we're treated to the third slo-mo gross shot of 
them kissing like neither of them ever kissed a person before they met, and are mostly going 
along with the kissing they've seen on TV, which is exactly what they are, which is why you 


should always have sex with lots of people before you commit, because this is the blind and 
sexless leading the blind and sexless here. 


Another duet, two chubby black siblings who are | think a giant homo and his stolid fairy 
princess. That's Jeffery and Michelle Lampkin (24 and 26, Newberry and Fort Mill SC), and they 
couldn't be less interesting. The dude one talks horribly for a long time about nothing at all and 
screams at the judges a lot, and then they sing "I'll Be Your Angel," by R. Kelly. They both have 
good voices, and way too much screaminess crapping all over the goodness of their voices; 
their creepiness is powerful both separately and in the aggregate. Simon notes the weird 
incest-y vibe, and how strange the gayness of Randy makes that. Simon likes the guy one's 
voice more than his sister's, and praises their chemistry. The judges all really like his voice, 
which is surprisingly nice, but then put them both through! | can't believe it! Although I agree, | 
must say that he does not need any encouragement at this time. Jeffery makes a fool of himself 
out in the hallway and nearly has three heart attacks. Ugh, calm down. 


Another place where it's hot in the summer is Charleston SC, so if you're interested in making a 
list of all the places where it's hot in the summer in America, add it to the list. Thanks, show. 
Oliver Hymen still exists, also FYI -- we join them in their car and the wife is like, "Yeah, sure. I'll 
fucking chat with your asses while driving to the airport in a strange city." Then, a "Before He 
Cheats" montage: some lady who is totally freaky, a cute little nervous needy trashy guy, hottie 
in a kit and headband, trashy dude, two weird chicks, Elvis, chubby shirtless dude who is not 
serious, a girl with a disorder, an amazing nerd, a girl in a party dress with red-dyed afro who 
makes up a whole verse that doesn't rhyme and whose hair is not operating correctly, weird 
screamer girl again, a gay ginger dude, a skinny lame girl, the end. 
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Boring and completely vacuous abstinent cheerleader Amy Catherine ("or A.C., whatevs") gives 
the judges a stupid long speech to the judges about how they shouldn't have sex. She's dumb 
and it takes too long and | don't like the idea that we're doing this at her expense. She sure is 
pretty, though, with big crazy lips and big crazy eyes. The judges praise her total pointlessness, 
and she and Simon agree that they are in like. Amy Flynn (16, Knoxville TN) sings "Reflection" 
by Xtina, and does a pretty good job of it. Randy's impressed, Paula is having | think a petit 

mal again, and Simon is playing it close to the vest. Paula describes her voice as "pure, 
innocent, beautiful," and she's not wrong. Simon laughs and tells her the song was too big for 
her; she disagrees and Simon goes off her like a bad box of leftovers, telling her she has no 
concept of how irritating she actually is; then they put her through unanimously. Simon tells her 
not to fuck Ryan, and Randy tells her to instruct Ryan on chastity, because one thing Ryan has is 
tons and tons of sex. "One week in L.A. and it'll all change," Simon laughs, imagining the total 
whoredom that awaits A.C. or whatevs one day when her hot ass finally hits puberty or whatevs. 


Blonde girls that cannot sing and have weird southern trash names; Oliver Hymen has now 
reached the hospital, and he and his wife are both totally adorable. London Weidberg (24, 
Charleston-born and -raised) has some kind of stupid story happening, I'm sure. She's bony and 
looks like Alison Humphrey and has a fiancé and a mom who thinks afghans are clothing, anda 
dead dad. He died three years ago, interestingly enough, but apparently she should still qualify 
for a Home Makeover or whatevs is going on here. She sings "Good Morning Heartache" by Billie 
Holiday, and yet she does this in the regrettable style of the Pussycat Dolls. Great name, great 
face, accessibly slutty voice -- she's in, even though Simon points out that she is zero amounts 
of special in this world of cute blonde chicks that sing all slutty. She is joined at the end of Day 
One by fifteen people, including: a young gay black man with a Bobby Brown circa New Edition 
vibe, a screaming middling-hot guy, a screaming girl with screaming friends, a mom or 
transvestite, a nerdy girl from madrigal choir by the looks of things, and numerous jumpy 
screamy people. 


Į am so in love with that incredibly charming guy who can't leave the voicemail and keeps 
deleting it because he has so very many minutes on his cell phone. | don't watch commercials, 
but | always watch those ones, because he's the greatest thing on TV right now. | like it more 
than my previous favorite commercial, where the boy wanders the streets waiting for the girl to 
call, and then finally all the buildings in the city line up in order of height and then romance 
happens, which used to make me cry. | think of this voicemail man commercial less as a request 
for me to buy a product, since we have the same carrier -- me in real life, he inside the TV -- asa 
very short romantic drama, like the Twitter of love shows. Where have I seen that guy before? 
Man, | wish he had his own channel. Mark my words: you've seen him before and you'll see him 
again, because he is something special. And, | hear, a pretty good salsa dancer. 


-- Page 4 -- 


On Day Two, Charleston is no longer beautiful: jacked up teeth, nasty truck stop girls, obesity 
in all its forms. Randy's wearing his cutest outfit ever, a pink paisley shirt buttoned down to his 
Cowell and a giant cross. This girl looks like Julie Cooper with those scary pale eyes like 
Amanda on America's Next Top Model, but | hope she will not one day go blind, due to how she 
flies planes. | also hope that she does not have a child and name it Jah Wolf -- or cry about how 
meaningful it is that he was conceived at the precise moment of 9/11. She's in the Air Force, at 
which Simon scoffs, and she first thanks him and then tells him that's a stupid thing to say, 
essentially. Lyndsey Goodman (28, Charleston) sings "Black Velvet," and she's very nervous, but 
her voice is good. They caution her about nerves; Paula is wearing sleeves without a shirt 
attached to them. Unanimous no, sadly, but the judges aren't wrong. She takes it really well, 
and they bounce. 


Welcome to the giant breasts and facial piercings of Aretha Codner (22, Buffalo NY). Paula tries 
to hide from the boobs, and Simon tries to make friends of them. As though it's surprising -- as 
though it was some kind of Scrabble-related coincidence -- the judges ooh and ahh to learn that 
she was named after Aretha Franklin. The singer. Anyway, she sings "I Have Nothing,” while the 
breasts in her Bedazzled ice-blue ball gown appear to come to some kind of agreement, and go 
their separate ways. She has a huge silver belt, and an onion, and a totally cute asymmetrical 
haircut. What she doesn't have is a voice good enough to justify her bizarre look, or the ability 
to stop herself from bitching Simon out for a while for no real reason. He gets mean in return, 
and it goes on way too long between them. She keeps telling them that they're wrong and that 
she did a great job, as though her opinion matters, and Paula praises her confidence, which is 
an appropriate way of calling her an asshole and asking her to shut the hell up. This request is 
not fulfilled. Unlike Simon and the judges, though, | have the power to b/eep-bloop, and will 
now use it. Oh wait, the best part is Paula's quietly murmured and strangely relevant non 
sequitur: "Is she married? What-ever." 


Then: the same exact thing happening again right after that! Annoying screaming dude singing 
"I'm Not Going" as a joke -- | think and fervently hope, until my fast-forward reveals that it's 
untrue. He fully pisses Simon off by being completely rude and bitching at them and telling 
total lies and screaming into the camera and getting weird on Ryan. Shut up. | wasn't even 
going to give him a name, but | want you to know how fucking horrible and rude he is: Joshua 
Boson (20, Beaufort SC), you are a rude, crass individual who cannot sing, and you need to grow 
the eff up. Even though he's lying when he says that the judges told him in confidence that 
South Carolina is a pile of untalented trash that would be better off declared a no-go zone by 
the United States government, he...kind of adds to Aretha and the feeling that they might not 
be entirely wrong with this suggestion. I'm not saying there aren't lovely, intelligent, well-bred 
and talented people in South Carolina; I'm just saying it's more than likely that Aretha and 
Joshua ate them. 
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Failures, to the tune of a They Might Be Giants song: A girl who might be hearing impaired and 
sings the Hills song, What If K-Fed Was Cute, Ryan looking totally adorable, a girl in polka dots, 
a girl dressed as Ryan Starr, a chubby cute blonde, a princess from Mars, a girl in the grips of 
possession by forces eldritch and rare, an angry little child of about ten who rips up her 
non-golden ticket, several trashy meth-addicted creeps, a fun cute black guy who is shocked to 
find out he's not going to Hollywood and makes a scary face, an inbred girl who can't apply 
makeup and looks like a raccoon and also prays to them, a club-kid black girl who looks like a 
scary drag queen, a nerdy pair of boring guys, a woman in a black sun dress and sun hat who 
looks like if Pamie were less pretty and kind of a hoss, a guy in a suit with a t-shirt showing (?), 
some pissed girl in an ugly mod dress with plastic hoop earrings, a crying lesbian in a dashiki 
with a guitar who just needs a chance, a refreshingly original girl giving the total hand to the 
camera, Aughra from The Dark Crystal, a guy in a polo, a disapproving and disappointed Asian 
girl, a pretty black girl in a yellow dress, a weird little blonde guy with a soul patch, a spazzy 
blonde, another dude that looks the same as everybody else, a gender-estranged individual... 


Oh, thank God. Oliver's got a child named Emma Grace suddenly, whom Ryan berates for having 
bad timing -- and the way Ryan is, I'm sure he'd get born on time -- and finally he gets to sing. 
Oliver Highman -- Joe R! It's "Highman!" Doesn't that make so much more sense? -- is 27, from 
Cornelius NC, and sings "Get Here," and it sounds great, and he's totally adorable, but the voice 
is wispy and a little screechy and the vibrato is untrained. He sweetly offers to show them the 
baby anyway, and Simon and Ryan try to make their kid all about them, branding her 

with A/ before the happy couple even knows what's going on. Oliver is the best thing in the 
entire world and he's total class, and I'm glad we went out on a high note. 


Get it? "High note"? Whatevs, I'm running on empty here. Have you been watching this shit? It's 
like a fucking IV of coma. 


HOLLYWOOD! WHEN WILL YOU COME? 


DON'T QUIT YOUR DAY JOB(S), SEACREST 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 5 | Aired on 01.28.2008 


Auditions: Omaha - Handstands, lady wrestlers, and the least inspiring crew of creeps, losers and weirdos possibly ever 
spotted in one place. Omaha, on behalf of Idol we apologize. 


Omaha, Nebraska. A place | could not have less of a feeling for; it's like asking somebody to 
describe the difference between tourmaline and onyx. I'm sure there's something that 
differentiates it but | have no idea what it is. They have gay blonde people, it's clear, and scary 
hard girls. Lots of the latter. They all look like they have lots of kids, even the preteens. Maybe 
that's prejudice and in fact that's just what healthy people look like. They do look hardy. 


Ryan cracks jokes about Simon and Randy flirting in Paula's absence, and it's just as grody and 
weird, from as many thousand directions, as you imagine. Also grody and weird, although 
adorably so, is the squirrelly and wriggly and grammar-deprived giggle monster Chris 
Bernheisel (24, Fremont NE), in case you were thinking he's not a little baby child girl-man, he 
brings gifts: stuffed animals for the judges, and a picture album focusing mainly on Kelly 
Clarkson, whose "Since U Been Gone" he destroys immediately. All this in addition to his very 
shiny face, completely vapid, lovely, deeply needy eyes and his shaky, warbly, awful voice. | 
don't know what to say about him. If you draw a line from Tamagotchi to Gigapets to 
Nintendogs, at some point in the future | think you get Chris. 


Well, okay. You know how sometimes you get a very strongly bred, um, like a golden retriever 
or a Lassie dog, you know. Genetically strengthened through inbreeding in order to produce 
specific effects in the breeding stock or whatever, | don't know exactly how that side of things 
works. And maybe somebody didn't carry the one in their big breeding notebook, or made 
some other kind of simple mistake. And you look into their eyes: very excited, very happy to 
see you. Very, very excited and happy about life. My best friend Will calls it the Hasselhoff Look. 
And if you keep looking, then further down it's just sparks and a light golden haze, and you 
realize that the absolute happiest people in the world are probably totally insane. And this is 
Chris Bernheisel. 


But then the dancing, and the handstand, and the scary moves, and the pointing at the ceiling, 
and the boys begging him to admit that he's kidding, and then some wiggly attempts to explain 
what the fuck he is up to. | don't know. He's a cutie, there is no denying it, but in the same way 
that you can say Paris Hilton is hot, but would you really have sex with her? No. No you 
wouldn't. Oh, and so now what he's doing is auditioning for Ryan Seacrest's job, with this crazy 
long speech introducing the finale. His voice keeps getting higher and higher, and Simon 
promises that he can do a live feed at the finale from Nebraska. Randy swears that he is the 
next Ryan Seacrest. | can't say he's wrong. The kid seems excited. | can see him throwing this 
joyful hissy about, like, "This tastes more like regular Dr Pepper!" "October Road is back with 
new episodes!" "It's not reall m, it's j nch of who lik in mnastics!" 
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Dumb cheerleader, scary blonde people, dorks with horns, a good old cow costume, total hottie 
Jason Rich (21, Stout IA), who works on a farm or whatever. Interestingly, he also has the 
Hasselhoff Look, and also the biggest diamond earrings I've ever seen. They are bigger than the 
pupils in his beady little eyes. His voice (Keith Whitley?) is breathy and proto-sexy, and he 
forgets everything after the first five words of the song. Not like just for a second, like he 
forgets them permanently. Oh, nerves. We are ever your bitches. Simon tells him to pull it the 
shit together, and he tries for the third time, and somehow punches through...for a sec. Simon 


begs him to not suck because he can smell the money coming off this kid, but if he's this 
nervous right now, what are you supposed to do? Give him some of Aiken's Paxil? ["Aiken, | 
believe, is now taking 'Asexuil.' Or at least that's what he's selling." -- Joe R] | don't want to 
commit to the concept of being cool with watching this kid for twenty more weeks, because | 
got burned on the Ace Young thing, but at this point I'm not saying no to him. No matter how 
much he begs, and the boys agree; Simon totally lets him in on how that was the audition 
equivalent of thirty-seven hugs and a twenty dollar bill, and he won't be getting more passes 
like that. Jason's girlfriend squeals when he heads out the door, and Simon assumes that Jason 
has stepped on Ryan. 


Paula shows up, and they watch a bunch more untalented Nebraskans forget all the words of all 
the songs in all the languages of all the planets in all the universe. None of them are that 
interesting, most of them are mysteriously sleazy looking in some way, all of them add up to an 
unending mess of mumbles and nasal moaning. 


Rachael Wicker (23, Richmond MO) arm wrestles some girl and is a total hoss, super cute, with 
that uncrackable makeup job they teach women to do in towns where they wear boots. She is 
also wearing a shiny, shiny unflattering tunic, a brown leather belt which matches nothing, and 
is quite hippy, which is only notable because she has that cognitive dissonance kind of face that 
is not proportional to the rest of her stuff. Ryan basically has to brace himself against a wall in 
order to take it to a draw. She is actually an arm wrestling champion, in addition to being totally 
adorable...and also having the Hasselhoff Look. This is so weird. Normally you spot them like 
once a week! She sings a Lee Ann Womack song about love or some shit, in a perfectly passable 
country lady singer voice with a really nice yodelly upper register. She's got a whole Dolly Parton 
thing going on, actually. That chipmunk deal. Simon says she acts like a sad woman at the end 
of a fifty-year career, even though she's only 23. Randy calls her a yodeler and she tells him 
that's natural, Simon says no, but Paula puts her through. Then she arm wrestles Paula, who 
compliments her on her beautiful skin and is trounced. 
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Why is Ryan dressed like a fifth-grader? He looks cute but not particularly present. Maybe the 
Hasselhoffs are catching? Some total loser screams and strums his guitar for the cameras... Oh, 
but speaking of losers who are desperate for attention, we have found their queen. Meet Lady 
Morgue (25, Council Bluffs IA), a former professional wrestler with a fake British accent, an eye 
for Matrix gear, and a blue ribbon | just gave her for Most Off-Putting Person Ever Recorded. 
She's like an overweight, camel-toed Juno MacGuff with a Magic: The Gathering player's 
discomfiting self-confidence. She smacks Ryan and then shows the judges her camel toe, while 
singing like a weirdo jackass. This is the reason | believe in bullying, this right here. Nobody 
ever understands that when | say that, but seriously: two weeks of serious mean girling would 
knock at least ten pounds of this bullshit off her. Her eye makeup would seem to be from the 
house of Crayola, her stubby little arms look Tyrannosaurian coming out of her stupid shiny 
jacket, the camel toe, | don't know if | mentioned that but she's still rocking the camel toe, she's 
got a kickin’ turtleneck happening with her lopsided boobs... It's a travesty. It's a goddamned 
travesty. It's the worst... The pure, unmitigated evil bastards that even put this on the show. She 
won't quit singing, or laughing, or being creepy looking, or acting stupid. She loves being 
interesting and different, she loves smiling when people are mean to her, she deserves every 
horrible thing that ever happened to her in her entire life, and there is no fixing her, goodbye, 
goodbye Lady Morgue, goodnight, sweet Lady Morgue. Your My Other Car Is A Broom bumper 
sticker is in the mail, you total asshole. 


Ryan comes in to ask why on earth they didn't put her through, but the deadpan gets by Simon 
completely, and Simon tells Paula to switch places with him and be insincere for five minutes. 
Paula sends the next one in and then flirts with Simon for awhile, which is distracting, because 


Samantha Sidley (22, LA) is totally cute, even with peekaboo sleeves. She's pretty, sincere, and 
ready to rock. She sings "Don't Know Why," which as you know is one of my Kryptonite songs, 
but actually this doesn't bother me, because sometimes you get tired of hating things. Ryan 
tells her to work on her confidence, but Simon liked her performance, and Paula drunkenly piles 
on and tells Ryan that he's not a good judge, it's all very weird and time-consuming, and Paula's 
too fucked up to have this conversation anyway, so then the little girl sings for Paula and Ryan 
calls them all douchenozzles, and gets the Other Door from them, and even poor Samantha is 
bored with them, blah blah, Simon and Paula agree that she needs to work on her 
showmanship, and even Simon loves her, so she's more than unanimously through because she 
even got Ryan's first and only vote. Simon says he would hate working that much with Ryan, 
which nobody can say and truly mean, and then Ryan is totally cute with the girl. 
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Elizabeth Erkert (19, Springfield IL) sings "Heard It Through The Grapevine” and is likeable but 
hardly memorable; Denise Jackson (17, Madison WI) goes way overboard with some song but 
impresses Simon; the hideous Michael Sanfilippo (19, South Barrington IL) goes overboard with 
some other Stevie Wonder song but impresses Simon; and then those three people, by the 
editing here, continue to win six or seven more times. | swear one of them comes out of the 
door screaming at least twice. Day One is stupid. Oh no wait! Then it's awesome: some girl 
doing her speech down the escalator with her parents about how she's going to make the 
judges proud totally flubs it and says, "I'm going to prove to Simon that | amAmerica's Next Top 
Model." She immediately busts out a crazy laugh, and everybody goes nuts. It's the funniest and 
most sincere thing that has happened this season. And it's not even that funny. 


Angelica Puente (17, Kenosha WI) lives with her grandmother, not her parents, because families 
are like, sometimes they're like this, sometimes they're like this, she got into it with her dad to 
the point that she moved out. Her dad's not a bad person, but she went to see Martina McBride 
this one time, whatever, let's all cry and die or whatever, she played a Martina McBride song on 
his voicemail and he decided to pay her way to audition. This would have been so totally 
touching the first week, but after that graverobber with the stupid dead drug-dealing wife tried 
to make us cry, | turned to utter stone. She sings that Celine Dion song about how she is your 
lady, and does it just like Celine Dion, and Randy begs America to stop listening to good 
singers if they want to be good singers and not copycats. Paula and Randy put her through, and 
Simon says she has great potential. They caution her again to stop listening to famous records 
and stop being nervous, and welcome her to Hollywood. | would be surprised if she made it 
much further than that. And of course the effing show is like, "We just put a family back 
together." | don't believe anything anymore. That could be like a key grip and we would never 
know. 


Next up: a whole bunch of trash with a whole bunch of heart. Nebraska, you are really not 
impressing me. Before, you were a cardboard box labeled, "Nebraska," with not really anything 
inside, but now for the rest of my life whenever | hear about Nebraska, I'm going to picture 
some bullshitty people and one thousand gay retards. We get a quick runthrough of all the 
"rockers" we've seen so far, and some we thankfully haven't, and then there's David Cook (24, 
Tulsa OK) who seems like maybe the most boring person in the whole wide world. From his 
argyle sweater to his red-highlighted emohawk to his breathless and uninspired "Livin' On A 
Prayer" straight from the DAUGHTRY soundbook, he seems like a very nice boy who, in another 
context, might well be somewhat beguiling. If you ran into him at the counter of the Barnes & 
Noble, possibly, you might find him interesting. Here, with the stink of DAUGHTRY on him, | can 
only wish him well, but not so well that his boring ass stays on the screen forever. 
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The shiny, shiny golden shirt of Johnny Escamilla (18, Scottsbluff NE) complements some 
amazingly flat hair like a flapper or procurer, who volunteers at the local zoo, who performs 
"Shout" at a frenetic pace with scary moves. Paula hiccups like little cartoon bubbles are coming 
out of her mouth, which causes Simon nearly to run out of the room in disgust. Like he throws 
his paper down on the floor and refuses to look at anybody. Paula raises her head from the 
desk long enough to take a pass, and they toss him out. 


But first: more Nebraska losers. | swear this is the most depressing episode | can think of. Scary 
blonde with chest tattoo, a guy who touches kids, some Ren Faire losers, a vampire from 

the Buffy movie, a cowboy, the molester guy again, Simon sucking his soda out of a straw, a 
dude in an angel costume, a cute kid in a bathrobe, one of Gwen Stefani's pet Harajuku girls, a 
possessed young lady, a loser with bleached bangs, a different molester, a bushy dude, all 
singing "Stuck In The Middle With You," Paula climbs up on the table like a poodle wagging its 
tail, Randy making fun of people, molesters crying. 


Next: American Idol admits that gay people exist. What will happen after that is that his hopes 
will be dashed. | didn't know you could say "gay" on this show. Where was that word when we 
needed it? All those many, many times we needed it? And why is it wearing a vest? Oh, it's Leo 
Marlow (23, Charlotte IA), aka Joe R's total boyfriend. I'm not sold; he kind of has a Ray Liotta 
thing happening with his mouth. There's actually, now that I'm really looking, this 
carved-out-of-clay thing happening with his face. Maybe a little bit, a touch, a 

slight bijou amount of the Hasselhoffs going on there. But you know what, even with the 
chromosomal question marks he's cuter than most every other person we've seen tonight, he's 
likeable, and he's nice. His voice, his speaking voice and his singing voice too, have a lovely 
rough tone to them. You could listen to him read the phone book. If in fact he is able to read. 
So I'm very excited for him, actually, with his crazy face. Paula just loves him to death too, but 
I've been hurt before. | would like to see his SAT scores before | make up my mind. 


All in all, some number of people made it through to Hollywood. A town which I'm starting to 
believe no longer exists, and this is just the way they're letting us down easy. Which used to be 
how I felt about Nebraska. | wish I could say | held onto that dream, but thanks to American 
Idol, | can never say that again. Tomorrow, join Joe R and a bunch of burping whores in Miami. 
[God damn it!" -- Joe R] 


MIAMI, MIAMI, YOU'VE GOT...NOTHING 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 6 | Aired on 01.29.2008 


Auditions: Miami - This is getting ridiculous. Crappy singers get through, while good singers...did something else that day. 


Dear Christ. Miami. Like this show isn't full of enough bullshit. The opening montage is a 
takeoff on the Miami Vice credits, which at least must've been fun for the tech guys to do. 
Better than more aerial shots of stadiums full of...oh. They're here too. Continuing the theme of 
"Things that start with 'Miami," we also get to hear some Miami Sound Machine, which is 
probably the right thing to do since the show is still apologizing to Gloria Estefan for ruining 
her music back in Season 3. 


Quick note on the subject of What Paula Looks Like Tonight: off-the-shoulder leopard print 
peasant-top-ish thing that changes its mind about halfway down and decides it's a mini-dress 
instead, plus a jungle red belt and pumps. Very The Flintstones in Viva Rock Vegas. "Very 
slutty,” says Simon, approvingly. So now that we're all at an appropriate level of grossed out, 
we're all ready for Miami. 


Shannon McGough (18, Okeechobee, FL) likes herself a macramé hat from time to time, and she 
works by day at her parents' meat market. We get a few loving closeups of raw meat, which 
actually just made me order some takeout because: mmm, meat. Shannon can also burp louder 
than anyone she knows, and, delicate flower that she is, she displays this talent more than a 
few times. After some "meat-handling" jokes from the judges, she screech-yodels her way 
through some Janis Joplin, a surefire way to make it to Hollywood on this show. Simon's like, 
"My hangover would like to grind you in a meat press." The judges are actively pissed at her for 
sucking so much, and Shannon jerkily acts flabbergasted that anyone would say she sucks 
because no one has ever told her that before. Simon's like, "Well then everyone you know is an 
asshole, goodbye." 


Seacrest then waxes nostalgic about Miami being not too far from Orlando (...okay?) and 
Orlando being the Boy Band Capital of 1999 or whatever, like we're still pretending that was a 
significant time in our shared musical history and not something that Justin Timberlake pays 
good money to make sure nobody talks about. This is all by way of introducing Robbie Carrico 
(25, Melbourne, FL), who used to be in a boy band but now wants to make it solo. He probably 
would've settled for "making it" in a boy band too, but that clearly never happened either. Also, 
this must be an example of the show "coming clean” that one of their contestants used to have 
a record deal in this, the Year Of A Thousand Ringers. Which, | don't want to get bogged down 
or anything, but 1) the competition isn't fixed if there are two dozen of them; 2) that's about as 
many "Chosen One" candidates as everyone thinks there are every year; and 3) stacking the 
show with more good singers makes it worse how? Anyway, Robbie looks like if Justin Bobby 
from The Hills showered once a week instead of never, and he sings really well, albeit in that 
same faux-R&B way most of the guys this season have sung. Simon's on the fence until Paula 
gives him the "yes or no" treatment, at which point it's a unanimous yes. Outside, Robbie's 
family goes nuts with the silly string and the bottle popper thingies, and Ryan is of course 
offended on behalf of decorum itself. 
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A Montage O' Suck includes a panflute, some guy who stole Mario Vasquez's hat from several 
seasons back, a scary falsetto man with Carlos Santana's stolen hat, and a guy who may or may 
not have a harmonica. This leads us to Ghaleb Emachah, who says he's 27, and...yeah. 
Twenty-seven years since he tried out for Menudo, maybe. He looks like Antonio Banderas's 
older brother. He warbles a Marc Anthony song, about which Simon says he'd appreciate more if 
he was drunk. Paula tries to shine it up as best she can, and when Simon presses her fora 
yes-or-no vote, she /itera/ly sticks her finger in her ear and refuses to listen. Like this is her 
ultimate act of civil disobedience. Sigh. You've seen this a billion times before, so whatever. 
Paula doesn't want to do her job. Randy votes yes, to be an asshole, and Paula -- in the midst of 
an honest-to-God episode -- paces around for a while before putting this joker through to 
Hollywood. Then she goes over to him and hugs him, and for some reason being this close to 
Paula reminds Ghaleb of the first time he ever had a drink, thirty-five years ago today. Then he 
goes and molests all of the crew, including Ryan, whose official stance, as always, is Not 
Interested, Wink-Wink. 


Brittany and Corliss are both fat, black ladies who like to rub up on skinny little slips of 
gentlemen like our own Ryan Seacrest. | guess that's the joke of it all, the visual of wee Ryan 
sandwiched in between Mo'nique and Mo'nother. But they both seem really cool, and I'm 
halfway hoping they can sing just so they don't end their day totally disappointed. They've 
already got enough of that coming by barking up Ryan's tree. Actually, it's only Brittany that 
wants Ryan; he's too skinny for Corliss which means (you guessed it) she's into Jackson. So they 
both audition, Brittany's "My Guy" being more pleasant to the ear that Corliss's "Take Five," but 
really they're both borderline. The judges love them, and of course Simon digs the circus of it 
all, and suddenly I notice that Randy's wearing these patent leather loafers of the same whorish 


color as Paula's pumps. What in the world? So the judges are all on a total contact high and say 
yes to the both of them, which causes the ladies to charge the judges table with hugs and 
kisses and screams, and...that is a lot of lady rushing towards the judges all at once. No value 
judgments here, but...that is a lot of lady. | love them. 


Suzanne Toon looks like if Rachel McAdams had played Sherrybaby, and she's from Clearwater, 
which automatically makes me suspicious, like | want to check her dresser for a Freedom Medal 
of Valor or something. Anyway, she's a single mom, which...boy, is this the wrong season to 
think that's going to make you stand out. Her Shirley Temple curls are at odds with the smoky 
Bonnie Raitt she's trying to pull off. Paula's fooled, of course, and praises the "sultry sexiness." | 
thought Simon might call her on the inconsistency of tone, but he just thinks she's pretty, and 
so she's put through. They're right that there's something about her that sets her apart from 
this season's nonstop parade of used-up blondes (despite the fact that that's pretty much what 
she aspires to be), but I'm not sure that something is great singing. 
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We're forced to remember Season 3's Jasmine Trias for a moment so that we may better 
understand Ramiele Malubay (19, Miramar, FL), a fellow Filipino who aspires to be the first 
Asian-American Idol. She shouts her way through "Natural Woman," and it's pleasing to Paula. 
Simon thinks she sounds more like a "hotel singer," which draws the usual laughs from Paula 
and Randy, because apparently they still don't think hotel singers or cabaret singers or any of 
the other non-pop-star brand of singers Simon's always talking about actually exist. Paula and 
Randy vote yes, and Simon thinks they're just doing that because she's a teeny girl who sang a 
big song. They can't believe anyone would think they were patronizing, and there's some 
business about Paula's high-pitched "WHAT??' that goes nowhere. I'm so bored. Here's what's 
wrong with this season thus far: it's not the lack of trainwreck auditions that's making this shit 
so dull. There have been plenty of those, and they're as repetitive as they've ever been. No, the 
problem is that the good auditions have been nothing but a mass of sob stories and similar 
sounding voices, so it all runs together. Never mind the fact that there have been at most five 
contestants so far that have seemed better than adequate, and it all just looks pretty grim. 
Good thing we have a couple weeks worth of the Hollywood round to help us flesh out some of 
these...oh right. Smooth move as ever, Uncle Nigel. 


Syesha Mercado (20, Miami, FL) talks a lot of bullshit about the power of positive thinking, then 
unveils her alcoholic dad and, like we've said, they've diluted that pool way, way too much this 
season. This is getting to Top Mode! levels of tragedy one-upsmanship. Wake me when we get 
to the one with Asperger's. Oh wait, that's everyone. Inside, Randy reveals that Syesha's an 
"actor/singer" which fits her natural sense of drama, and the she sings "Think" in 

this completely obnoxious shouty/screamy/screechy voice. Randy and Paula eat that shit up, 
though, because "Loud Is The New Good" didn't make its way onto a t-shirt for nothing. Simon 
thought it was "a bit of an effort," and he's incredulous as hell while Randy and Paula are 
embarrassing themselves by calling her the best they've seen in Florida, but in the end even he 
votes yes, for unclear reasons. What the fuck was that, you guys? | felt like the show and | were 
operating on the same wavelength last season. Now | just want the show to stop punching me 
in the nards. 
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Natashia Blach (29, Ft. Collins, CO) gets through with a moderately affected "At Last." Ilsy 
Lorena Pinot (28, Miami, FL) gets through with a moderate-to-highly affected "Unfaithful," and 
I'm as surprised as anyone that the first Rihanna we've heard this season wasn't some fat gay 
dude singing "Umbrella." 


The next Montage O' Suck includes a spazoid Paula name-checker; the unholy genetic union of 
Andre 3000 and Buckwheat; one of the Warriors (acid-washed demin? Boss!) who sings with a 
finger to his ear, Mariah-style, and earns Simon's first "come back in a dress" of the season; and 
another ear-fingerer who sounds like she's from the West Indies but even that doesn't explain 
the voice. All are suck. None shall pass. 


Richard Valles (19, Tampa, FL) is apparently a special enough brand of bad that he deserves a 
segment all to himself. This proves to be untrue, no matter how nasally his "Bless The Broken 
Road" ends up in his nasal. 


Okay, so: deep breath. Here comes the hurricane of bright-pastel bullcrap that is Julie Dubela. 
She sits on a couch with Ryan and fakely asks him if he doesn't remember her, because she is 
world-famous for making the top twenty onAmerican Juniors way back when she was twelve. 
Which was four years ago. | never watched American Juniors, okay? And | have watched some 
gay-ass shit in my lifetime. | am given to understand that there was something of a theme song 
to this show, however, and we see a billion clips of Julie-at-12 and Julie-at-16 singing it. The 
ensuing four years, by the way, have gifted Julie with a lovely Evan Rachel Wood depth to her 
voice that would give her a leg up on any number of film and television roles as intersexed high 
schoolers. So the cool thing is that everybody on this show, from the editors to the judges and 
back again, makes fun of American Juniors hardcore, and they all really have it in for Julie, who 
is an easy target but also kind of has it coming. She's the kind of confident/cocky that, at 
sixteen, is a surefire indicator that either everyone in school outwardly hates her or everyone at 
school secretly hates her. I? Both outwardly and secretly hate her. Her "Me and Bobby McGee" is 
called "precocious" by Simon, not to mention over-rehearsed and not even that great, vocally. 
They've put through worse singers, but that doesn't exactly make their rejection of her unjust. 
And just in case we might've thought that her bravado was a sign of preternatural 
professionalism, Julie takes it all rather badly, continuing to sing, then bawling out the judges, 
crying to Seacrest, and pulling bitchface after bitchface after bitchface. If Blair Waldorf was a 
real person and sucked at life, she'd be Julia. She continues her brat offensive outside, railing 
against her "precocious" label even though she admitted she didn't know what that meant. She 
whines that she could've sang the anthem at the Red Sox game today instead (which...awesome; 
never have a sports franchise and an anthem singer deserved each other more), then tells us all 
that we shouldn't watch the show anymore. Would that we could, you monstrous child. 
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Finally, before | pass out altogether, is Brandon Black (20, Pompano Beach, FL), who is dressed 
up like if Fab 5 Freddy were your guardian angel. White suit, white shoes, oversized ballcap, 
stringy-ass wig, earrings bigger than his head. He barrels into the audition room like a house 
afire, slipping around on the hardwood in his shoes, and babbling a mile a minute. Is he 
actually thirteen or is that just the effect of the suit being too big for him? The judges don't 
think he should be singing "I'll Make Love To You," and they definitely don't think he should be 
singing some song he wrote himself, and they're all fidgety because they want to be finished as 
badly as | do. He tries to clown it up, but it's just obnoxious, and the judges flee the room. 


Not even the DVR wanted to stick around long enough to find out how many golden tickets 
were handed out in Miami (several too many, from what we saw) or where we'll be next 
Tuesday. Hopefully it's whatever city has been hiding all the good singers. 


FLYIN' FIRST CLASS 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 7 | Aired on 02.04.2008 


Auditions: Atlanta - Living in your car may be G-L-A-M-O-R-O-U-S, but Harley-riding nurses are truly flossy-flossy. 


Miami last week, Atlanta tonight...they really should have saved Charleston for later in the 
season, if only to satisfy my geographical OCD. Suffering from a different kind of OCD is Ryan 
Seacrest, who dons his usual jacket and t-shirt, name-drops Clay, Fantasia, and Jennifer 
Hudson's Oscar, touches a doorknob three times, counts to twelve, and then tells us that 
"This is American Idol!" It's what he does every morning before he heads out for coffee, too. 


The Charlie Daniels Band takes the honor of this week's Obvious Song Choice, and the montage 
o' freaks includes the requisite number of gays, rednecks, and foreigners. And then we meet 
Seacrest's parents! Whoa. That's weird to think about. | can't decide whether Jacob will be 
terribly jealous that | get to recap them or terribly grateful because this way he doesn't have to 
imagine that Ryan came from human stock. Mostly, I'm just thinking about how long Ryan 
must've practiced his non-regional diction in order to shed any and all traces of Atlanta from his 
voice. About half as long as it took him to get his butch sports guy voice, I'd guess. 


We start off with Josh Jones (26, Atlanta, GA), who I'm immediately partial to because he doesn't 
have a dead father who never loved him, a kid, or lupus. No, Josh simply works with glass and is 
Annie Lennox's "Walking On Broken Glass" on the soundtrack. He sings Queen's "Don't Stop Me 
Now" and...is terrible. God damn it. He also makes with the crazy eyes an awful lot, so much so 
that Simon and the other two eventually make him turn and face the wall while he sings so they 
don't have to witness it. (Simon cracks that they should have done the same to Clay years ago. 
Hee.) Simon nails it by calling it a karaoke performance (either that or "community theatre" 
would have applied), and he apologizes for shaming him by making him sing to the wall, but he 
freely admits he has a problem with people with crazy eyes. Anyway, nobody thinks Josh is any 
good...so of course we cut to the hallway where Josh emerges with his golden ticket. Jesus 
Christ, this stupid show. 


Ryan keeps saying "the ATL" in a way that makes me think he's only just heard that term and is 
fascinated by its economy. We next meet J.P., who has the waxy veneer of the developmentally 
disabled, so this should be fun. J.P.'s hook is that he auditioned back in Season 4 and was only 
two seats removed from Carrie Underwood. Of course, back then none of us saw Carrie's as an 
audition so much as QA testing for the benefit of her manufacturers. J.P. sings a Rascal Flatts 
song in a way that is, all at once, too stagey, too Up-With-People, and too yawn-voiced. The 
judges hate it, of course, and while J.P. begs them to tell him he's not that bad, the fact that 
he's going to be a music major -- in singing, no less -- has Randy Jackson very concerned. Simon 
tries to strong-arm Paula into rejecting someone for once, but she can't, leading us down a 
montage-lined path wherein Paula can never say "no" to anyone. You know, now that Ryan 
mentions it, | havenoticed Paula's tendency to be more lenient. Anyway, she stammers, she 
dithers, she brushes off Simon's pleas for decisiveness. We never see J.P.'s official rejection, by 
the way, which | suppose is a blessing. 
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Asia'h Apperson (18, Joplin, MO) is next, and she looks like what Rachel True would have 
become if she could have just left witchcraft behind. Asia'h tells us that "two days ago,” right 
after a phone call home, she got the news that her dad was in a car accident and died. | 
just...what the hell is going on here? | obviously don't have some kind of vendetta against 


people who have had tragedy befall them in life, but were the /do/ producers trolling the obits? 
This is all so tacky and gross, this lead-with-your-crippling-emotional-pain path the show has 
gone down. Again, like with the "ringer" thing, nobody has an advantage because there are six 
dozen of these sad stories this season, but holy fuck is this not making the show any more 
interesting. Inside with the judges, Simon correctly notes Asia‘h's dazzling smile, while Paula 
says, "I like how you came dressed." Don't we all? Asia'h name-drops her tragedy in the guise of 
choosing a song, which, if this really was two days ago like she says...you know, who am | to 
say anything to this girl, but | cannot fathom what she's even doing there. I'd be a heap on the 
floor for a full year. You'd have to invent a religion around me just to explain away the weirdly 
protracted grieving process. And yet here Asia‘h is, singing "How Do | Live Without You?" and | 
can't tell if it's admirable or monstrous. The singing is beside the point, the show has made that 
perfectly clear, and | can't tell whether the thickness in her voice is a natural affectation or 
emotional overload, but she's officially a Good One. She cries, obviously, and she makes Paula 
cry, and Simon and Randy all rush to compliment her and none of this makes any sense to me. 


A montage of southern princess types leads us to Brooke Helvie (18, Wellington, FL), Miss South 
Florida or something or other. She slightly endears herself to me by telling a dorkus story about 
being kicked by a cow, but that's kind of trampled by what seem to be her twin loves of 
brushing her hair and crying about how much Jesus wants her to win this show. She sings a 
Jackson 5 song and sounds vaguely Pickler-ish. Her quest to win one for pageant singers is 
legitimized when she gets three "yes" votes after kind of cutely hectoring the judges. And then 
it's hugs all around while cheap coronation music plays. | know I'm supposed to hate her, but | 
don't, entirely. Yet. Back inside, Simon calls her the most annoying person he's ever met and 
admits to hoping she couldn't sing so he wouldn't have to put her through. 
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Montage O' Suck set to Fergie's "Glamorous," and naturally the joke becomes that nobody can 
spell G-L-A-M-O-R-O-U-S, but, like, you can't convince me Fergie could get through that shit in 
the studio without a cheat sheet, so whatever. Rather than describe the usual parade of freaks, 
I'm just going to sing along, because it turns out | still can't resist this song. She drives through 
at Taco Bell, you guys. Come on. | should probably note that the montage ends with some light 
racism, featuring an Asian girl who sings about the "gramorous, the frossy, frossy." 
Which...does that make any less sense than "flossy, flossy"? | tend to argue it doesn't. 


After the break, Ryan tells us that there was a lot more “attitude” this year than in the past. | 
think he's referring to back-talk, but let's find out: Eva Miller, for example, boasts 

an obnoxious attitude, talking forever about how she loves Simon, but after wailing her way 
through that Vanessa Carlson song and falling on her ass, Simon thinks she must be a joke 
audition. Once she convinces him it's not, he's like, "Shit, really?" He manages to let her down 
easy and gives her a hug, which still doesn't stop her from throwing a small stomping fit 
outside the room. 


Alexandrea Lushington (16, Douglasville, GA) is next with her giant entourage of family 
members. | tend to like the ones with giant entourages of family members. Ryan, as is his 
custom, makes a beeline for the great-grandmother. He's so weirdly consistent with that. 
Alexandrea is wearing a Boy Scout shirt, for some reason, but like, as fashion not like that lady 
who cried all the time on Survivor. She sings "My Funny Valentine" with a pretty voice that every 
once in a while succumbs to overdoing it. She's quickly swept through to Hollywood and the 
fam goes apeshit. Some little brother type jumps around like crazy. Ryan makes out with 
great-grandmaa. It's a scene, man. 


The next Montage O' Suck is rather hilariously based upon the old Clay Aiken "looks like a 
doofus but has a great voice" template...only minus the voice part. So in other words: 
freaky-looking people. You know, just to shake things up. Nerds, boys who sing like girls, and 
highlanders follow, then a parade of girls brought to tears by mean old Simon and not at all by 
their own inherent instability and inability to grasp reality. Which leads us to Nathan Hite, who 
is a "9th grade repeater" who we can tell only came to the show so he could tell off the judges 
and show us how much cooler than the show he is. | won't mention the quality of his singing 
("Paralyzer" by Finger Eleven), because that's so not the point. The point is that when Simon 
calls it a "bedroom audition,” Nathan's all, "What? Do you keep those written down on a sheet of 
paper or something?" The irony, of course, is that Nathan's been sitting on that little 
pre-scripted retort all day and isn't able to really improvise when Simon's like, "Yep, | do. Right 
here, dipshit." Simon totally has this kid's lunch (forcing the kid to make some desperate 
last-ditch boy band and homophobic remarks) and it's not even that satisfying given Nathan's 
disappointing lameness. | was willing to give him a shot and he came up woefully short. Enjoy 
being cooler than all the 9th graders who didn't have to repeat a year, kid. 
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Amanda Overmyer (22, Mulberry, IN) is a nurse, a biker, and currently being crushed under the 
weight of her rhinestone-studded cross and other accoutrements. She seems nice, but holy shit, 
lady, you had us at the two-toned hair. Don't you go all McKibbin on us. She does win me over 
by saying that she's cool with however this turns out considering she's got a pretty good day 
job. She delivers this season's 700th Janis Joplin audition, and Simon immediately tells her to 
sing something else, and with good reason. People can't seem to sing Janis without doing an 
impersonation. She sings "Traveling Band" instead and the southern rock quality to her voice 
really shines. Not sure how much longevity she's going to have in the competition, but she's 
certainly good enough for Hollywood. Paula and Randy love her, in particular, though Randy's 
dubbing of her as "the rock 'n roll nurse" is already annoying. She's a cool girl, though, I like 
her. 


Josiah Leming (18, Morristown, TN) ran away from home and is now living in his car. ...And | 
officially give up. We have now bathed ourselves in all colors of the personal tragedy rainbow. 
Sure. Why not? Lives in his car. And he loves it, at least until he thinks about it for three seconds 
and starts crying because he's living in his car. He sings a song of his own creation, called "To 
Run," and he's got a crazy vibrato and not at all the soulful, smooth white boy R&B quality that 
this show favors, but I'll tell you right now he could front about 90% of the emo bands going 
right now without a problem. Simon and Randy can't get over the James Blunt-ian English lilt to 
his voice, which Josiah credits to the fact that he listens to a bunch of Snow Patrol and Coldplay. 
Simon asks him to sing "Chasing Cars," and it doesn't really sound like Snow Patrol but it 
satisfies Simon's curiosity. Randy says he thinks he'd be a better fit in a band (true) and that he 
hates Americans who sound English. Paula is fascinated by him and wants to make him her 
science fair project. All three judges vote "yes," and it's somewhat of a gift in that he's not 
making the Top 24, | don't think, but good for him. Nice kid, weird voice, hopefully he can 
make a go of it in some arena. 


Nineteen made it through from Atlanta. Tomorrow, Jacob deals with the "best" of the "rest." 


HAVE CIRCUMNAVIGATED GLOBE. AM STILL UNABLE TO LOCATE 
MY BABY. 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 8 | Aired on 02.05.2008 


Auditions: The Best Of The Rest - Dingoes did not eat the most promising singers! They were just hidden, here in the last 
audition episode. Whew! 


Next week: Hollywood! It's going to be awesome as usual! 


But it turns out that "next week" is not "today"! How sad. Instead, here's some more of the crap 
that you didn't even care to watch for the last three weeks, that even the show didn't find 
interesting enough to show you in the first place. It's gonna be loud, and it's gonna be stupid, 
and you're going to wish you hadn't watched it. This...is American Idol. 


Lots of people auditioned in the country last summer. Sometimes it rained. Sometimes they had 
giant circus tits. Sometimes they were gender-estranged. And sometimes, just sometimes, they 
were mentally impaired. Meet Luke Reeder (26, Hollywood...Florida! Fakeout!, who is 
developmentally disabled, is wearing one of those baseball caps with the bushido flap in the 
back from the days of "Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go," is obese, and additionally cannot sing. 
Isn't that hilarious? | love that we just started with that shit. Simon is depressed by all of this, 
and calls him "mad." 


Then there's Victor Villegas (18, Grand Prairie TX), who is a person of interest because he, 
apparently, can't sing very well. Yes, you heard me right: sometimes, don't be afraid, but 
sometimes, people audition for this show American Idol, and occasionally it turns out that they 
are not quite suited, ideally, to be included in this particular kind of competition. He sings badly 
for awhile, and the judges are bored, and Simon's hairy chest, and Randy baa-ing like a sheep, 
and Paula drunk. 


Meet Amy Davis (25, Lowell IN), who has a quite a body, a kinda rough story about a single 
mom with six kids, and a friendly voice. Her grandmother is Japanese, and she sings "Blue 
Bayou.” Simon likes her, even though she gets reedy and weird a few times, but Randy and 
Simon agree that with less nerves and a little training, her potential could go crazy. They let her 
through, foot-long dangling earrings, and she thanks them and leaves. And that's the point that 
Paula informs her she is through. 


Tiffany McCampbell (21, Anderson IN) is already the saddest thing I've ever seen before this shit 
even starts. She looks like one of the Jackson brothers, square jaw and tiny mouth; she's 
wearing a homemade church dress; and now she's dancing in slow motion to the music of God, 
and doing bizarre vocal warm-ups. She prays in front of other people, which weirds them out. 
She tells the judges that her voice came from God and they make fun of her. Intensely. She 
sings "Hallelujah," some song about magnifying Him that I've never heard, and they laugh at her 
and her ill-fitting outfit and her untrained, kind of awful voice. It goes on and on, forever, and 
it's insulting and disrespectful and gross, because it's clear that religion is all this girl has, and 
she's doing right by it, and that's neat. But | mean, is this a sign that we're not afraid of the 
evangelical right anymore? Because that shit would not have flown -- for anything! -- in the days 
of Clay and Ruben. It simply wouldn't have happened. Did all the copies of Left 

Behind and VeggieTales and Bridges Of Madison County get bought? Did all those people 
accidentally buy The DaVinci Code and become Satan worshippers? I'm very confused. If | went 
back to the theatre today, would The Golden Compass suddenly be sucking less? Is it possible 
we're not pandering anymore? Because | have been holding back. Just you wait, America. 
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Twins montage! And male/female loser couples... Wait up. Hold up, wait up. What I'm seeing is 
two hot Southern boys who are identical, and they're dating the same girl. Did my brain just 
explode? Did she do something really good for the world in a past life? Ashley explains -- and 
let me tell you that she is a catch, if you're at all a fan of the Heidis and Audrinas of the world, 
double if you love a dumb girl with a Southern accent -- that first, she met Chris and they went 
dancing, and then she started dating Corey behind his back, and then...somehow...they all 
worked it out. And now they're both auditioning for the show...and she's with them, and talking 
shit and playing them off each other, and they're dressed identically (Corey and Chris Lane, 22, 
Kernersville NC), and what | want to ask you is whether you even think it's possible to not get 
pictures in your head. Just in general, like for example, if you were told not to think of an 
elephant, and then | was like, "But it's not just one elephant, it's three hot 

blonde bui/t elephants, in a big naked pile," like, could you somehow avoid thinking about the 
elephant or elephants. And the reason | want to ask you if that's possible is so that | can find 
out how to keep it from happening, because if | don't master this trick soon | will be arrested, 
because | am like the sickest person. And anyway they totally suck, one of them beatboxes 
poorly and the other one raps poorly about the effing Brittenums and it's not worth talking 
about anyway, so | just had self-loathing trauma for no reason. | hate this fucking show. 


Then the girlfriend totally auditions! Life is so unfair and she's already so very lucky that 
probably she'll open her mouth and a tiny little Mariah Carey will pop out of her mouth like 

in Alien and sing opera and then Paula Abdul will buy her a car, and like a diamond or 
something. She gives Simon her fluffy puppy to play with -- because you know damn well 
anybody named Ashley that orders hot Teutonic Southern boyfriends in bulk carries a fucking 
tiny dog all over the place, and majored in Corporate Communications and will one day rule the 
world. | love how Legally Blonde came true and we were all alive to see it happen. Meet Ashley 
Lawing (19, Maiden NC), who sings "Red High Heels" or whatever the Pick is singing these days, 
and does a not-so-great job -- Simon calls it "excruciating...torture" -- and then much exclaiming 
redux about the dog, blah blah, I'm over it. Dogs don't belong in the same buildings where 
people eat. Outside, the hot twins are like, "We totally lied and told her she could sing. And if 
you cannot figure out why we decided to do this thing, you are stupider than all three of us put 
together." 


-- Page 3 -- 


Look at pretty, sweet, smart little Cardin Lee McKinney (20, Nashville TN)! She's so professional 
and cute and fun! She's totally one to watch, | can't wait to see how far she goes. She sings "One 
Night Only," apparently from Dreamgirls, in a pretty red dress. | think I just said the word 
"pretty" like eleven times. Oh crap, | can already feel it happening. She's totally going to do that 
thing that Kat McPhee did to me, where my brain is going to turn off and I'm just going to 
silently want to touch her hair until she goes away again. I'm not going to lie to you -- | haven't 
been watching Joe's nights, just reading the recaps. | only love the Hollywood round, you know 
that. But | haven't liked anybody this much all year of the people that I've seen. Simon's a no, 
Randy's a yes... 


And Paula puts her through. Which either means Simon and | are getting a divorce, or he knew 
they were going to put her through, and he knew that they knew, and he knew that | knew that 
he knew that they knew, and | think Cardin probably knew at least as much as | knew, although 
possibly not as much as Simon knew, and that's why he said no before anybody else said 
anything, but | do think that he knew and that Randy and Paula knew that he knew and that's 
why they didn't fight him and just put her through, because this way, if she proves too 
theatrical or whatever, like he said, he can blame it on them. But you know what, on paper that 


looks really unlikely, actually. But Simon! Pretty! | think we all know that he knew at least that, 
which is 90% of the whole deal, and I'm going to leave it at that. 


Jumper. If you had magical teleportation powers, where would you go? I'm torn between the 
Marvel Bullpen and John Varvatos East Hampton at about 11 PM when all the employees and 
security are gone. And that's...all there really is to me, apparently. Unless you could go back in 
time, which I'm not sure about because | haven't seen the movie, but if you could go back in 
time, | would totally want to meet Margaret Mead, or actually Nelly Bly because that's what | feel 
like whenever I recap this show. 


So remember that there was a pageant queen, Lady Morgue's LARPing beef patch, and that 
awesome little Oklahoma kid | loved so much. Now, meet the beautiful plus-size model Joanne 
Borgella (25, Hoboken NJ), who sang the national anthem in Madison Square, and will now turn 
it out. Singing "I Love You," by Celine Dion. Maybe the reason this sucked so much this year is 
because they put all the people in this episode. Or in Joe's episode. Or maybe I'm just in a good 
mood today, | don't know what it is. Paula tells her she's "stunning," which she always says 
when she means "fat," but the girl is gorgeous, and again Randy and Paula put her through over 
Simon's quiet disinterest. Hooray! Joanne! Hooray Joanne's jumping family! Hooray Ryan's plaid 
shirt and...really intriguingly dorky dance moves. 
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Now: The Real Jacked-Up Teeth of Orange County. Who was that girl on Laguna Beach that was 
so new money even the girls of Laguna Beach knew there was something off? She had those 
five-foot platinum extensions and the huge veneers and the fake boobs and the orange tan? 
Well, minus the teeth and unnatural tan, and plus about fifty pounds of saddlebags, and you 
could be looking at Alesha Stelzl (18, Ontario CA, which is nowhere near the OC I do realize), 
who talks in baby stripper voice and is wearing a low-cut evening gown in the middle of the day. 
And sings some song nobody could ever possibly figure out, in an ear-splitting vibrating 
Chipette that could easily make a person vomit. Her vocal coach is Ron Harris, if you're taking 
notes. She swings her hair around like Cher and once Simon tells her how "absolutely dreadful" 
she is, you can see a glimmer of a soul, and it's kind of sad, and Randy and Paula bully her into 
going and learning a Dolly Parton song so she can embarrass herself some more. Neither 
Alesha nor her mother know any Dolly Parton songs, but you know who does? Ryan Seacrest, in 
his cute little sweater vest. He knows all of them. ...God. More. Alesha learns "Islands In The 
Stream” off YouTube, which is excellent. Ryan sings it with her a little bit, and sends her in, to 
sing in her shaky weird voice while her Wildensteinian mother listens at the door. And then, 
stupidly, Randy and Paula put her through. This is dumb as hell. Inside, even Simon can't 
believe that Paula was right about the similarity to Dolly's voice, and then Paula blabbers 
drunkenly in such a fucked-up way that Simon almost collapses from laughter. They're so tired, 


you guys. 


See, now there's Brandi Gregorie (27, McClellanville SC), who you would think would get the 
Lady Morgue treatment because she's nerdy and a big girl and -- be honest -- because of the 
giant golden glittery cape she wears to her audition. And yet, | find her absolutely bewitching. 
She throws herself into it with abandon, never stops moving and hopping and dancing, and is 
generally happy with herself. Other ways she's different from Lady Morgue are: she is not an 
ass, she is not socially defunct, and she actually understands other people and that they matter 
and that they exist. Brandi, you rock. She sings some song about this man who is 
"extraordinary" and it sounds like the olden days, and she looks like Natalie Merchant's big 
sister, and Simon is creeped out by the cape-throwing striptease, and she's like, "That was a 
calculated risk." | love her. 
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No love for Charles Randy Leviner (17, Laurel Hill NC), who is like if crystal meth had a baby 
with the Insane Clown Posse in a trailer park. Scraggly devilish beard, long gross curly hair, 
ratty trashy little face, terrible teenager skin, and some kind of heavy metal t-shirt like for Korn 
or something, and he sings like, um, | can't think of anything okay to compare him too. I've 
heard people, mean-spirited and ugly-hearted people, imitate both the deaf and 
hearing-impaired, and people who suffered untreated or poorly treated cleft palates, with the 
voice that he is using. So perhaps it is a joke. Or perhaps he belongs to one of these groups. | 
can't offer another explanation. 


Next up is the "wow factor" of Joshua Moreland (25, West Palm Beach FL), who has all of Kanye's 
confidence, and poorly apes Kanye's style and self-promotional compulsions, without managing 
to have any of Kanye's hotness, talent, or likeability. He is such a dork that he sings his own 
original song, dedicated to Paula Abdul and also every lady across the world. At the beginning 
of the second line, he pulls out a handful of motherfucking glitter and rose petals and tosses it 
in the air, and the last ear-piercing note is accompanied by a romantic drop to one knee. Simon 
calls it "corny," which is true, and "revolting," which is more true. Triple naughts. And oh, the 
drama of his broken heart is matched only by the awesomeness of Ryan asking, in all sincerity, 
"Why didn't they feel you?" 


Then the asshole judges make Ryan sweep up the mess. Gross. Simon insults the staffer who 
takes over by telling her a woman shouldn't be doing it, and takes over from her...all the while 
telling her how patronizing Ryan was being by letting her do her job. | fucking hate when 
people do that so much, like, apologize to the cleaning lady or whatever. How fucking ignorant 
do you have to be to apologize to somebody about their life? "Sorry your job is so demeaning. | 
mean, | really feel bad about it. I'm trying to be real here, I'm sorry that I'm so much better than 
you." | also hate when Simon insults Ryan's job, because making Ryan sweep up glitter is a 
whole lot like insulting him as a man, like as a person qua him, the Ryan that goes home at 
night, and | don't think it's professional and | don't think it is good. | don't think any of us will 
ever be able to accurately gauge their very fucked-up relationship in reality, but that is tacky. 
Then a montage of Simon not knowing where he is, not being able to pronounce names, Paula 
is a drunkard, forever and ever, whatever. 
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All of which introduces Chikezie Eze (22, Inglewood CA), who sings a song by Luther Vandross 
and has a nice voice with a sometimes iffy relationship to the notes themselves, but he's got 
power and control and a nice high register, so the judges just let him go for awhile, even 
though he's obviously through -- until he refuses to stop when Simon asks him to. Which earns 
him enmity and an accusation of being uninteresting, which causes him to get snotty and start 
kissing Paula's ass in about five milliseconds. What a theatre kid! He went from likeable to 
drama queen really fast, didn't he? | can't wait to hear him tell us all about every single thing 
that happens to him and what it means, and | can't wait for him to crash and burn in Hollywood 
when he pulls that shit on the rest of his team. Watch. 


The flamboyantly fabulous Danny Noriega (17, Azusa CA) was eliminated last year, when he was 
| guess a fetus. He has very nice teeth and bears a...striking resemblance to Lisa Stansfield circa 
1990. Because gay is the new bumpkin, he will be singing "Proud Mary." And does he keep on 
burning? Yes, yes he does. And is it kind of hard to watch in that way that only a gay teenager 
singing soul diva songs in front of his mirror is hard to watch? Yes it is. But he's got a lot of 
force, a really nice tone, and those teeth. They talk about the Aiken-esque surprise of that voice 
coming out of his tiny little baby-bird-boned body. The judges love him. | love him too. Did you 
know that Menudo is back? | saw them in the Thanksgiving Parade. 


"The auditions finally come to an end," Ryan says, like he's talking directly to us, and then 
there's a montage of video footage of roads and this song about roads, and then clips of a 
bunch of people, including the virgin and Ryan lying about kissing girls, and that scary goblin 
girl, and the orange gay rocker, and the giant fan, and that guy getting escorted out, and 
Moses, and "No Sex Allowed,” and fucking Lady Morgue, and "I Am Your Brother,” and that kid 
in the sweater with the mohawk, and the fingernails, and the arm-wrestling, and it's all very 
nostalgic, or it would be if anybody had cared in the first place, but nobody did. Everything up 
until Hollywood is just a Smiths song anyway. So when they sing "Here comes the rest of our 
lives," I'm not imagining what it would be like to be a high school senior: I'm going to be 
thinking about the Season Seven auditions of American Idol, and how boring and ultimately 
unrevealing they were. 
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Hollywood, Ryan says, comes down to one word: "Intense." Man, | hope so. They'll go from 
some number of people down to the Top 24. Paula will fight with somebody, Simon will get 
pissed, the people will freak out, somebody plays a guitar, a girl falls down, there are pianos 
and stuff, Chikezie seems to be doing well, Simon and Paula get into a knife fight, one of the 
kids smuggles in some Ecstasy, thirteen people die in a freak tourboat accident, a little boy 
cries, and all the people who don't make it into the Top 24 are, the intensity of the ads would 
have you believe, not going to survive the experience. Finally, there's something at stake! Bring 
it on! 


TWO! "FULL"! HOURS! 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 9 | Aired on 02.11.2008 


Hollywood Season Seven - They broke Hollywood! The Top 164 becomes the Top 50, and it takes two hours, but if you 
think that means we get to see much of anything, you'd be wrong. 


Two full hours, two full hours. They keep saying it and it keeps not sinking in. | get the "two 
hours" part but the "full" part seems almost heartbreakingly earnest. Speaking of: 164 hopefuls 
made it to Hollywood. 166, if you include you and me. 


| live for this part, you know I do. It's the one part of this process that makes sense to me, and | 
love also the way that the little groups get so weird and frisky with each other, because it's the 
one part of the competition that's not competitive: if we all work together we'll all get through 
this. And none of them ever figure this very simple thing out, and start with the backbiting and 
drinking and going crazy immediately. It's like if you and your friend went to jail for a drunk 
and disorderly, and within fifteen minutes started making out like you were on Oz -- and then 
made bail like an hour later, and just kind of had to deal with that for the rest of your life. | love 
it. 


Shockingly, this is the most talented group of contestants ever, so they're changing the rules in 
some strange way where nobody gets cut and everybody goes twice, so maybe this is what the 
two full hours is for and we'll just see the same things twice. See: Brooke White (Philadelphia), 
who doesn't watch R-rated movies. She tells us that her biggest obstacle is confidence, or the 
lack of having it, especially now that she's seen how talented everybody else is. They wheel out 
a big keyboard (Two! Full! Hours!) so she can accompany herself singing "Beautiful," a song | 
don't recognize about getting up in the AM with a smile on your face and love in your heart. 
Gross me out, a little bit. But she goes to town on the piano part and her hair is very wild and 
attractive. Simon compares her to Carly Simon and upgrades to Carole King, and all three 
judges love her. She's quite smiley. Apparently she's going through to the final day of 
Hollywood and doesn't have to freak out for awhile. 


Lorena (Miami) is showy and "uncomfortable" per Simon like your drunk mom. Amy Flynn 
(Charleston) looks kind of hellish in her shiny fuchsia dress, with a crazy fish mouth and a 
stupid Mikalah Gordon act that fools nobody, especially not Simon. Joe R's boyfriend Leo 
(Omaha) sings the Robin Hood song and is still...confusing in some ways, not to mention how 
he's singing the Robin Hood song. His hair looks just about perfect, which makes the werewolf 
ears and frightful teeth really stand out a lot more. However, | can see why he's loveable, and | 
am on that train. Am | believing that everything he does, he does it for me? Not exactly. | am 
willing to concede that possibly he does most things for cookies, or for a hug from his social 
worker, but | remain unconvinced that I, personally, figure into his plans. Possibly everything he 
does, he does for Joe R. | can believe that because there is no limit to the ways that | personally 
would inconvenience myself on Joe's behalf, because | love him very much, and so Leo's 
devotion to him does not even flick my bullshit radar; nevertheless | am driven by the 
performance to maintain the belief that Leo remains intransigently so-so about me personally. 
Simon offers the position that everything Leo does, he does it to get on Simon's nerves. Leo 
runs offstage to cry, and we talk to dumb old Amy Flynn some more. Everything | do, | do it 
over Amy Flynn's head. 
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Cute blonde dude has, per Simon, the "stage presence of a flea." More people get cut, but not 
really, because TWO! FULL! HOURS! Alisha (Manahawkin NJ) howls the song from The Hills that | 


love so much in a way that is truly disgusting, while strumming her guitar kind of horribly as 
well. Simon has to use those arm movements you learn in Boy Scouts to shut her up. | think he's 
semaphoring that the rest, though still unwritten, has kind of a downer ending. She apologizes. 
Micheal [sic] (South Barrington IL) plays random chords while somebody else plays the piano, 
and sings the beloved old-timey Leo Sayer love ballad "When I Need You" in a shouty fashion, 
with moppish blonde hipster hair. He is 19 but looks like a gawky 15-year-old, and even though 
his voice is unpleasant, he has a certain thing going for him. It's a neat arrangement and Randy 
likes it, but Simon hates the guitar thing. 


Tamblyn-esque Alyssa (Penfield NY) plays the piano with her knuckles or possibly her toes, 
while whimpering through three words of some song with that Britney/PCD voice we're 
suddenly allowing to happen. On the upside, she is 16 and this is not a piano-playing 
competition; on the downside, she's awful. Hollywood, please get to the social dynamics part 
soon. If even Hollywood is going to be about really bad things happening with occasional 
goodness garnish, I'm going to throw a huge fit. Cute ginger Shaun Barrows (Spanish Fork UT) 
is charming as hell, and okay with the piano -- which is already obviously a shitty idea -- but 
does let himself get distracted from the singing part of the song to an extent that it's pretty 
painful. Simon calls him on it. | hope he sticks around; he's the only likeable person | have seen 
on the show. 


Jake (Sand Lake MI) will be drumming whilst singing, and thank goodness because this is what 
he does, in several bands. He sings "Hooked On A Feeling" seated behind a "kit" which is where 
he is most "comfortable." Less awesomely, he does this in a nervous throat-voice that reminds 
me of Froggy from Our Gang, while looking considerably less than twenty years of age. There's 
a student government thing happening with his face that is too bad, because one day he will be 
a likeable and not-tooly man. Simon signals to us that today is not that day; Randy likes the 
novelty of it all but pronounces it "just okay" and karaoke. Paula also hates it, and he slouches, 
and everybody is sad. Simon calls it "horrible, horrible" several times and beats the kid's face 
into the ground some more before they finally let him go. Leo is disinterested in this discussion 
and Simon mumbles that this was all terribly unnecessary. 
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David (San Diego) is "anxious/nervous/excited," and yet hasn't managed to make himself 
interesting. Perhaps another synonym or two. Onstage, thankfully without an instrument in 
hand, he...totally rocks a slow-sexy version of "If You Cannot Be With The One You Love Then 
Go Ahead And Be With The One You Are With." We watch the whole performance, because it's 
awesome, and puts so very much of that missing spark back into the eyes of the judges. We can 
hope that this raises the bar for the day and this episode; it's kind of like watching that 

show American Idol for a sec. Just a second, though, because then it's back to the hell. 


Several people get dumped on in a montage, and several more get the pass to the end of the 
week, including Chikezie Eze, who is charming and freaked out, but then here comes horrid 
freaking awful fucking Amanda (Atlanta), who is not only Jacob's Perfect Storm of all hate in this 
world, which is not her fault, but had a huge car accident last week -- also not her fault -- but 
remains a walking, talking anti-advertisement for that Rock Star mess, which is totally her fault. 
Her quasi-Aretha phrasing, her bottle-of-whiskey/two-packs-of-Chesterfields/thousand-blowjob 
voice, her ridiculously ugly hair: all of these are her fault. What if Bo Bice and Janis Joplin had a 
creepy, disgusting baby? In high school? That couldn't read or write but nervously inserted a 
"chile" into every dependent clause? You'd have Amanda, whom Simon immediately calls her 
"Light My Fire" performance as the way all of her songs forever are going to sound. You know 
what America likes? Amanda, attitude, gross stuff like Amanda, American Gladiator, To Catch A 





Predator, The Bad Girls' Club. She's going to be around forever, | can feel it like an oncoming 
case of gonorrhea. ["And I...kind of like her. Man, we're so breaking up." -- Joe R] 


Speaking of Bo, his inbred blonde cousin wanders the stage mumbling forgetting the words and 
being disgusting, under the name of Buck (Kingsland GA). This after Simon begged them not to 
forget the words, which means you're not happy to see anybody in this segment, but luckily 
everybody sucks as far as we know. But then! Then my girl Cardin (Nashville) messes up the 
words to some song so bad | don't even know what it is. NO! Cardin! | love you! This show, 
man. Next up is Natashia (29, Ft. Collins CO) who also forgets the words of course, and just 
nods her head to the beat of the accompaniment for about twenty bars, then sucks when she 
finally remembers three words, ringing out a gorgeous "Kill me now!" at the end. Heh. 
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Danny Noriega continues to be a strong black woman or whatever the freaking hell he thinks 
he's doing; Ramiele has some kind of crazy vibrato but a good range and some fun control, 
trickiness and attitude without being gross; Carly Smithson continues to be the less off-putting 
Amanda, transfixing even Simon with her passionate performance of "When I Need You" and 
causing a spontaneous "WOO!" from Paula. Michael Johns does his whole boring/sexy Rufus 
Humphreythrowback thing, and causes Randy to embarrassingly harmonize with his last note. 
All of them, of course, get through to Thursday. Where's my fighting? Where are the team 
performances? I'm dyin’ here. 


One of those scary broken blonde girls is worried; boring old reddish-mohawk David Cook sings 
the Robin Hood song and, needless to say, everything he does? He does it for cred. He's from 
Missouri, for Pete's sake. He's quite passionate with his guitar, which is strange because he is 
super-squinty and looks like an infant, with mushmouth (and a blue tongue!) and that 
receding-hairline babies sometimes have. Especially when he sings, he looks like a baby who 
got startled out of its nap, just before it starts screaming. A baby with a soul patch. Simon tells 
him he's going to look "vulnerable" without his guitar, on that giant stage; | think he would look 
vulnerable without, like, a bazooka, due to his total infancy, and Ryan is reminded of how much 
Simon and all right-thinking individuals hated DAUGHTRY. David, of course, assumes it's the 
hair, because it's the only thing he's got. "Simon just hates my hair." "You're just dating me 
because of my hair.” "It doesn't matter what | wear, say, think or do, because my hair is 
completely interesting." 


Speaking of interesting, and hair, there seems to be a homeless person onstage. Robbie Carrico 
(Melbourne FL) is 26 and...sometimes you just write a person off the second you see them, 
because they're yucky or because there's nothing going on behind their eyes, or whatever. And 
maybe you're wrong. I'm willing to admit, weeks down the road, that Robbie Carrico is not the 
braindead pothead loser he seems to be. | won't have to, but I will say that | am willing to do 
that, in this hypothetical future which will never happen. Song choice? You know it: everything 
Robbie does, he does it for kind bud. Or a ride to Burning Man. Everything Jessica Brown 
(Longview TX) does, she does it for scary eyeshadow. Perrie Cataldo? For unearned vocal 
ornamentation. Syesha Mercado does it for the neck strength to hold up her enormous scarf, 
and because she knows she's good at it. Colton Berry does it to be the next Blake Nelson, and 
to fail in this pursuit. However, all of these guys except the slightly creepy Jessica, unknowable 
Perrie, and completely dramatic Syesha, do not do it for the Thursday Pass. 
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KYLE! Kyle is all over those ladies, finding a woman in his hotel room when he checks in, which 
causes him to giggle and say "gosh" a lot. He is so, so funny, and all the girls find him so weird 
and adorable that he pretty much can't stop giggling. His performance of "Love Grows (Where 
My Rosemary Goes)" is...everything | do, | do it to figure out how to put this. There's some 
junior high drama club in there, and some cruise ship cabaret, and a whole lot of hustle, lots of 
moving around and snapping his fingers and generally acting deranged, and...| don't know! | 
sure do love Kyle, but right now if you told me Danny Noriega was secretly a wizard and was 
possessing Kyle's body, | could not refute this theory to any amount of reasonable doubt. Kyle, 
you need to flame down and keep your eyes on the prize, because what this is, is super freaky. 
Paula -- because this is a wicked Paula song for sure -- dances around, and everybody claps for 
him because he is wonderful as a person. Simon almost cries and the judges are amazed by the 
total corniness and scariness of the performance, and Paula tells him somebody probably liked 
it or something, and Simon calls it abysmal. Which is the word. Paula stumbles trying to find a 
way to be nice about his "amazing spirit," to the point that Simon deserts the judging table and 
then...leaves the auditorium completely. 





Ryan says that this is all very dramatic, but we don't see any of the drama, and then comes the 
big first cut. Which Ryan explains will be totally vicious and fucked up, because the talent this 
year is so very strong and Two! Full! Hours! 48 total have gotten the Thursday Pass, most of 
whom we recognize. But 116 others got the pre-cut non-cut, including one girl who can't 
believe that Simon keeps interrupting her totally rude interrupting of him, and is driven to tears 
by the injustice. Now, a line of contestants, boys and girls both, will step forward and sing a few 
lines a capella, and then they'll get cut or not. Simon explains that they're looking for Top 
Ten-worthy people. This is so tight! 


...Except we don't see much of it, which sucks, because we have to look at some single parents, 
including that dude whose wife died mysteriously -- oh, that's Perrie -- have boring backstory. 
Suzanne, one of them, sings some "Summertime" while Pia looks on, and it goes on for awhile, 
and then Perrie babbles and then sings poorly with a lot of those "huh" interjections Whitney 
started doing a while back. And that's all we see! Damn it. Two guys make it through, | dunno 
who, and Perrie talks about how this inspires violence in him. Gross me out. 
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Abstinence idiot Amy Flynn and her voice coach (Angel Kay LeTourneau! Why do we know these 
things?!) do some boring practicing in a parking garage, and there's a whole bunch of that 
creepy in loco parentis stuff. I'm so glad Angel continues to have students and/or victims, | just 
wish her students were better at singing. Then she does more of that awful stuff she does, to 
"Love Will Bring You Back," covered up in fake feelings and eyebrows and the constant 
breathing, and that's all we see of this group. She steps forward, a giant man steps 
forward...and go home. The entire rest of the row, which is like eight people, get through. 
Thank goodness. 


Next group: a whole bunch of people | don't recognize, and they all go home. Then the back 
half of another group we don't even see. Why aren't we seeing this stuff? Ryan's like, of the 40 
people that have done this new kind of cut that we don't even get to freaking see, four have 
gotten through. This is bizarre. We don't know who these people are and we don't know who's 
getting through or even what they sing like, and...l mean, what is the point? People crying, 
people you've never seen before, or saw for a few seconds and probably don't remember, and 
then more crying. This Hollywood round I've been waiting a year for! Is like this now! It's like, 
take the crap that is American Idol and then find a way to crap on it. 


End of Day Three, and a bunch of "vicious" cuts we didn't see or care about. There's a montage 
of the judges saying names and people stepping forward. For about ten minutes. Hey, there's a 
cute girl! Who is she? We'll never see her again. | like that guy's shirt! That's all we'll ever know. 
Up in the balcony Ryan's like, "Trust me, this is totally intense." Except...it isn't, and it's a whole 
lot like looking at somebody's yearbook that you didn't go to school with, only everybody's 
crying until they barf. 


| could try to cross-reference them with the shows and recaps and whatever, but since the show 
doesn't care, | don't see why we should. KKKristy Lee Cook decides to sing "Amazing Grace" 
again, and is just as boring and skinny this time around; the boy half of those two creepy fat 
black twins was irritating and huge and gay all over the place some more and irritated 
everybody but failed to get through in the first round, and his sister was cut earlier today. But 
what will happen to him? He sings some song about food, maybe it's that Frim-Fram Sauce that 
always blows my mind; whatever it is, it's five times as awful as this dude usually is. "I vaguely 
remember two of these people,” whispers Ryan to the camera. 
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Single mom Angela Martin dedicates the song to her daughter, just in case we forgot how this is 
her one shot and that she has abandoned her child and her whole life and her dead murdered 
father in order to...waste a few weeks not getting on this show. Which moves me, still, not at 
all. That's a bunch of stuff to happen to a person, and I'm not saying she doesn't deserve a hug, 
| just am having serious trouble understanding what that has to do with her singing voice. 
Angela, along with a few other girls | don't know about, gets through. Frim-Fram Jeffery gets 
through, though, and KKKristy. | can't believe they put those two together with Angela, like it's 
not awful enough that they made it through at all, now it's like they killed her dad and 
kidnapped her daughter. Angela's like, "I guess it's time for Plan B, where I get a job and focus 
on my own life and providing for my child...Unless Ed McMahon shows up!" Our fingers are 
crossed for you, Angela. 


Ryan tells us once again that today -- all that shit we didn't get to see -- was like incredibly 
intense and crazy. His...the lower part of his face looks aggressively scratched and red, like he's 
dunked his head in something to which he is allergic, or else has been kissing truckers. | kind 
of don't need Ryan Seacrest right now telling me how awesome the Hollywood round has been 
for him; it just seems tacky, like if you went on the class ski trip and your friend didn't get to 
go, and then you told him all about it just to be a dick, and he finally cried and told everybody 
that you were kissing truckers again. 


Thursday! Kyle's tired, David is tired, everybody was up until five rehearsing, Josiah was being 
awesome, some kid was worried, scary broken blonde girl is still discomfited, Chikezie has a 
funny falsetto, some girl practices on the piano, some other scary broken blonde girl screams in 
the bathroom like an emergency vehicle, and Simon is going to fuck everybody's shit up. He 
keeps promising that, and people keep not leaving! 


They're going to sing with the band, and with background singers! Like the Semis usually are. 
That's fantastic. Some stoned dude is "wigging" out of his "mind" right now. Adorable David 
Archuleta (San Diego) sings one of my favorite songs, "Heaven," in his weird non-paralyzed, 
lovely voice, after we remember how completely charmed by him the judges have been at every 
turn. What are funnier songs he could sing? "Silent All These Years,” obviously. "Voices Carry" | 
guess. We need more songs about vocal paralysis. | would listen to this kid sing Tom Petty 
songs if he decided to sing Tom Petty songs. Randy is like, "You are the best thing in the 
universe. You! You! YOU!" Paula calls him a "gem" and Simon tells him he's perfect in every 


single way. | love it when they all three gush, because it's almost always somebody you don't 
hate. Sometimes it's that Amanda girl, though. 
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Kyle sings "You Raise Me Up" in that same weird scary ugly screamy drama queen way, putting 
me in the awkward position of saying, "This is like a sucky Clay Aiken.” Which thing | cannot 
actually imagine but | can talk around it. Randy tells him he was "actually really good" and Paula 
tells him it was "safe." Simon honestly apologizes for throwing a fit during his time onstage 
earlier in the week, which is cool and impresses him, and then they put him through. 


Frim-Fram finally goes down, creepily as ever, with a craptastic "Whole New World,” and Joey 
Catalano -- who's been barfing all week, apparently -- looks like a corpse singing "Ribbon In The 
Sky," | think, and sadly goes down. He needs some medications and a nap. Syesha is also sick, 
and has been getting sicker all week no matter what she does, causing the judges no small 
amount of stress even as they put her through because of how awesome she has been previous 
to Hollywood. She is freaking out, of course, but promises us and herself that she really is 
going to force this to happen. Her "Chain Of Fools" is confident and lovely, if much thinner than 
we might expect, and her last huge note and trick is clearly what she's betting on, and she 
rocks it. Randy calls her "one to watch" and | agree; her professionalism is inspiring and she 
really pushed through all the shit she's been handed. Simon: "You did it." She starts crying the 
second they start talking, and man. | really like Syesha. 


"Australian" Michael Johns, who's packing guns and a fine voice, takes the stage for what's sure 
to be another soporific occurrence of ... oh, we're doing "Bohemian Rhapsody"? Ugh. Right, of 
course. Of course you are. That's so aggressively Australian, | can't stand it. They're just... toa 
man, they the kind of people who would sing this song during Hollywood Week, | don't know if | 
can clarify beyond that. Australians, ugh. "Bohemian Rhapsody," ugh. He's even wearing blue 
jeans. | mean, really. What's worse than an Australian wearing blue jeans and singing "Bohemian 
Rhapsody" is: nothing. Everything they do, they do it to piss you off. While it is true that | hate 
women, homosexuals, and the developmentally disabled of Omaha, really it's all flash and 
dazzle to throw you off the scent of my true enemies: the Australians. Joe R will back me up on 
this. ["It's true. But he hates homosexual, developmentally disabled Australians most of all." 

-- Joe R] He sounds the same as he always does, and this is because he is competent and has a 
great voice, and this is because he's trained and very practiced, which is in turn because he is 
forty years of age and has been doing this since Freddy Mercury was alive. Simon calls it the 
best audition of the day, because Simon likes it when people know what they are doing, and 
when they are crazy hot. Simon thinks that's like so great. 
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Carly Smithson, who | thought was a tad annoying until that Amanda showed up, sings "Alone," 
and rocks it completely, after we review her whole thing with the green card problems and stuff, 
and thank God none of the judges see fit to complain about how a real American Idol would be 
one born on American soil, preferably white, and so how in order to keep this vital national 
institution pure, we should erect a great fence around our country so that no pop-idol hopefuls 
sneak in under the wire and steal more of our jobs in the pop music industry. A's'i'a'h' has some 
kind of depressing story, | forget what it was, but she rocks the heck out of her song, "I'm 
Going Down," and Simon calls it her best performance in the whole process. 


Brooke (Atlanta) is screamy, skinny, blonde, and more than a little petrifying. She sings 
"Unchained Melody" terribly, and her dead eyes accept no defeat, and she screams at Paula to 
give her a chance, so of course stupid Paula puts her through, even after | swear they tell her 


not to sing any more and she does anyway, and Paula calls her a dick basically, and she acts the 
fucking fool all over the place, and finally, mercifully, cuts her. That could have gone a lot faster 
if Paula knew what was going on around her at any time. ["The fact that Paula didn't cut this 
bitch's face off after she was all 'You know you're going to pass me through, so just get on with 
it," was an admirable act of restraint, | thought. Or would have been if her dulled reflexed hadn't 
made it her only option." -- Joe R] 


Last audition is: Josiah, the awesomest of the world, who is about to once again break down in 
tears. Oh, there he goes. In a stairwell, feeling "defeated," and completely overwhelmed by the 
fact that his backup band laughed at him for writing an all-new arrangement for the whole 
band. Byrd grabs him in the lobby and explains to him that he was freaking out and being a 
diva with the band, but offers to spend one-on-one time with him and work things out. He still 
has no idea what the problem was, which is that he's simply too awesome for this show and has 
no idea what they expect from him, or what to expect. He tells the band that they are 
great...and then tosses their asses to the curb! Randy and Paula laugh their asses off about all 
this, and Simon asks if the judges should leave too. He sings "Stand By Me" a capella, and it's 
nervous and shaky, but | think you might be able to hear the awesomeness of Josiah in there 
somewhere, if you...oh, dear. It spirals out of control and goes on spiraling. Little kids, when 
they are out of it, are the scariest thing in the world. If you see a little kid after naptime has 
been postponed an hour later than normal, | mean really look into their eyes, you will 
understand how it is that nuclear war is still a possibility even in our world of today. 
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Randy asks if he wants the band to come back, and Paula says it was a terrible choice, and 
Josiah is...terribly sleepy and not getting it. He tells them how brave he was to do this, and 
Simon calls this little act annoying, and yells at him for dismissing the band like that. Oh, this is 
the grossest little thing to see happen. Simon calls him overconfident and Josiah loses one year 
a second and finally starts crying and rubbing his eyes. Oh, this is so awful! Randy tells him it's 
worth another shot, Paula tells him he's honest and vulnerable, and Simon says -- despite 
Josiah's efforts to the contrary -- he still believes that Josiah is a good guy. Josiah retaliates by 
roaming from bathroom to hallway to hotel lobby crying his ass off. He continues not to 
understand what the problem was, because he is a little child, and nobody seems able to 
explain the problem to him, but finally it's over. Oh my God that was messy. If ever a situation 
called for Ryan Seacrest, that was it, and where was he? Kissin’ truckers, | know it. 


So the third montage of memories this hour.... Do we find out the Top 24 now? Is that all there 
is, to Hollywood? That is some bullshit. This is seriously five minutes long. | just smoked an 
entire cigarette and it's still going on. Why. Why would they taunt us with this shit we don't get 
to see, and then show us several times the shit we didn't get to see? 


DUDE it really is the end of Hollywood. Fucking show. That sucks bad. There's not even...oh, 
okay. Now they're the Top 50. I can see... Chikezie, Kyle, ginger guy, a screaming girl, a giant 
scarf, a cute girl with big earrings who is relieved, Josiah, Cardin | think, that girl ramekin, 
Natashcia, the gross Bo freak, three children, that nasty guy with dreads and fake contacts, 
presumably white trash Amanda is in there somewhere, and then downstairs the music gets 
super scary as the judges "toil" over the Top 24. They pass a bunch of photos around and we 
don't get to see them while unrelated vague dialogue plays over it all. But if we did see the 
photos, would we care? This, also, goes on forever. 


Tonight: Join Joe R. for the Chair, a Botox mishap on Paula's face, Danny Noriega shitting a 
brick, and people either making the Top 24 or not, then crying either way. 


CHAIR DANCE 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 10 | Aired on 02.12.2008 


The Chair - One last hurdle before we can get this competition going for real. Simon displays a heretofore unseen dork 
solidarity, Paula makes hash of what we know as “suspense,” and most of the people you've seen before make it through. 


Oh, this does not bode well for the rest of the hour: we open atop the Sphinx with Ryan 
Seacrest and Hayden Christensen (hey, where are you going??), and what follows is a 
cross-promotional hurricane pimping Jumper, Coke, /do/, and the idea that Seacrest wants to 
take Hayden back to his place to "watch some tapes of the Emmys." Way to make me feel like an 
asshole for wanting to see Jumper, guys. This...is corporate synergy at its most obvious. 


So here's where we're at: there are now the Top 50, and there's no more performing to do, it's 
just down to the judges to pick the Top 24 using their no doubt crackerjack memories. The 
contestants, one by one, will go up the elevator, sit in a chair in front of the judges, get 
accepted or rejected, and they'll cry either way. This is also the last chance for the show to 
introduce us to some of the heretofore unseen semifinalists before they're sent out to get 
eliminated next week. Fun! 


Downstairs, contestants like Brooke White and John Michael Australia or whatever his actual 
name is tell us they're nervous, while we're led to believe the judges are making their last 
minute decisions. Knowing this show, it's probably fake, but I'm not sure it matters. What | 
honestly don't think is fake is the fact that Simon is dissatisfied with the Top 24. It's something 
I've always believed about Cowell, that he's calculating in what he says but that he doesn't feel it 
necessary to engage in fabrication. | think he believes he's compelling enough on his own. So if 
he's making a big show about how he doesn't agree with all the choices, I think that's the way it 
is. 


I'm sparing you all an extensive report on Ryan walking us through the 
elevator-to-chair-to-judges journey and all the emotional significance Ryan believes it's fraught 
with. I'll take you right to Ronald Hodge, who's up first. Ronald has jacked-up teeth, a neck 
tattoo, and (from what we see) twitches like mad when he sings. So you can see how he's made 
it this far. Ronald is: OUT. Everybody pretends to be shocked when he comes downstairs with 
the news, while | busy myself by snickering at his yellow Red Sox hat. After Ronald, a few girls 
I'm pretty sure we've never seen before get passed over, and then Ryan tries to tell us that this 
news has the remaining contestants "worried." Because...they think the judges are going to 
keep this up and choose zero people? Come on, Ryan. The tutors on the Star Search circuit 
totally taught these people basic math. 
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Next is Carly Smithson, our Heart-singing Irish lass. Carly was already halfway to being my girl 
after her audition and seeing her boyfriend with all the face tattoos. After rocking out on that 
good luck charm "Alone," | think she's finally graduated to MY GIRL! So Carly's already freaking 
out and crying by the time she hits the chair, and Paula tries to spin the usual stalling and 
misdirection into some commentary on Carly's tendency to doubt herself and retreat into her 
shell, until Simon finally has to tell her to get on with it already. Carly is: IN. 


After the commercial is David Cook, the wild-haired "rocker" of Jacob's discontent. We're 
reminded that Simon didn't like David's guitar-playing performance in Hollywood, but Paula tells 


him that he's: IN. | kind of expected him to be one of the ones that Simon was objecting to, but 
if that was the case, we don't see it. 


And speaking of rockers who Jacob can't stand...Amanda Overmeyer. Whose hair has been 
feeding off the blood of the eliminated, | think, because that shit is WILD. | think Nikki 
McKibbin's in there somewhere. After a small, unconvincing fakeout from Paula that maybe 
Amanda would be a better fit on another show (that show being Wife Swap in about ten years), 
Amanda is declared: IN. 


A trio of people | don't believe we've seen before (at least, | don't remember them -- they're 
Brandon Green, Amanda Hawkins, and Buck Smith if you do) get eliminated after brief 
reminders of what they sang in Hollywood. Hey, you know when that footage of them in 
Hollywood would have been helpful in building suspense? On actual Hollywood night, rather 
than during this montage o' rejection we're seeing now. This is, every year, the most utilitarian 
episode of the season. There's no artistry to it, even given the paltry standards this show 
usually sets for artistry. We're not given enough time with these people to work up any tension 
as to whether they'll make it or not, and these 10-second recaps before they're given their 
decision don't cut it. This hour is just here to tell you who made Top 24, remind you of what 
they look like, and do some last minute housecleaning on those who make it that we haven't 
seen before. That's all. Ideally, it would be a half-hour tacked on to the end of the third episode 
of a true Hollywood Week, with the group performances brought back and everything. But if | 
were allowed to program the show, we'd end up with asshole things like Duets Week, where 
they'd all have to pair up and harmonize and shit. That would come somewhere between Fiona 
Apple Week and Songs From Broadway Musicals Based On The Movie Xanadu, so maybe it's for 
the best that I'm not in charge. Can you imagine how many heads would explode on the grassy 
knoll if there was ever a Duets Week, though? All the bullshittery the show could come up with? 
You kind of want to see that happen now, don't you? ANYWAY... 
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...Ryan tells us what an ugly scene it can be up in that judges’ room, and is that any place for 
someone as sweet-faced as David Archuleta. And...man, this kid. He's a better singer than | gave 
him credit for, as he showed last night. I'm pretty confident he won't be the Sanjaya of this 
season, thank God. But still, | worry. And I honestly don't feel like fending off his attackers all 
season. He's only a small child! Leave David Archuleta alone! And so on. Simon levels with David 
that, considering he's sixteen, they had to scrutinize him extra hard to make sure he's equipped 
to deal with the pressure. In other words, "We want to make sure you're not the Sanjaya." | 
appreciate that, Simon, thank you. But Simon says it was unanimous and he's IN. David's smile 
could power small third world countries, and the judges praise his maturity. He shouts every 
possible polite comment back at them as he makes his way out. He really seems like a nice kid. 
Damn it. 


After the break we get a peek at the dynamics of the room downstairs. Chikezie and some other 
dude queen on about something while Josiah and some girl resent other people having fun. 
Meanwhile, Brooke White's emotional state begins to match her hair. Bedraggled and frayed at 
the ends. Then it's Kristy Lee Cook who, we're reminded, kind of sucked during Hollywood week 
before she retreated back to the safe confines of "Amazing Grace." So the judges saw that she 
was kind of one-dimensional and passed on her right? Are you kidding? Have you seen her? 
Kristy Lee is IN. 


Brooke White is next. Would you believe she's nervous? She freaks out and weeks and 
self-consciously avoids looking into the elevator camera. | don't know how | feel about Brooke 
White. Everything about her -- okay, mostly the "no R-rated movies" purity thing -- seems totally 


fake, yet she comes across as genuine. And | didn't bat an eyelash when Carly Smithson was 
being this much of a mess, so I guess | can't fault Brooke for the same...but | want to. | have an 
innate bias against Brooke White. | really need to work on that, because she's going to be 
around for a while, I think. Because, despite the judges’ fucking with her, she's IN. 


Meanwhile, Danny Noriega, we're reminded, continued to wow the judges by being a 
powerhouse voice in a big, gay package. (And...wow, | am so sorry I used the phrase "big, gay 
package." This is not Smallville.) Anyway, Danny is IN. And so are Jason Castro (dreadlocked 
white boy with whom I'm unfamiliar), Luke Menard (who looks like Kevin Kline playing a 
Frenchman), and Alexandrea Lushington. Best of luck to those three at getting the voters to 
remember who the hell they are next week. 
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Ramiele Malubay, you'll recall, is the teeny girl with the big voice who wants to be Jasmine Trias. 
The "but good" is implied, | suppose. Paula pronounces her name "Ramely" and then tells her 
she's IN. 


A couple randoms get rejected, followed by egregious farmboy Drew Poppelreiter, whose 
rejection is the first to really surprise me, since | thought he was a shoo-in. Not that I'm 
disappointed, understand. | did not need a whole season of that bullshit. Some girl named 
Natasha gets rejected but takes comfort in the fact that she has a hot husband/boyfriend and 
adorable baby. And then: John Michael Australia, whose Hollywood performance, we're 
reminded, was well received. And now I think he looks like a soap opera actor rather than a 
surfer, in case that matters. Simon assures Michael that he's IN, and then Ryan tells him he's 
going to have to start winning over a hostile American public. 


So next is Syesha Mercado, who | feel like | should be liking a lot more than | am. Part of it is 
that | recall her excruciatingly screechy audition. And the cutesy-poo way she dealt with losing 
her voice in Hollywood...| think if | were more in love with her voice I'd find it endearing, 
but...not quite. That being said, she really did bring it with that final Hollywood performance. 
And she's absolutely gorgeous, and lord knows I'd rather not have to look at ugly people all 
season (...Big Brother). She keeps feeling her heartbeat and talking about how fast it is, which is 
either playing it up for the cameras or else she's going to have an episode right there in front of 
the judges. Drunk-ass Paula asks Syesha to spell her own name, and when she gets to the y-e-s 
part, Paula's like "That's it! It's in your name!" Aw, you guys, Paula's into word puzzles. That's 
adorable. "Sy-YES-sha," is IN. 


Robbie Carrico is next, and the fact that he's wearing a bandana is making me think Bret 
Michaels thoughts about him. Bret Michaels circa 2008. That's not what Robbie wants me to be 
thinking, | can guarantee you that. Simon lies that he and Randy voted yes but Paula voted no. 
Paula freaks out mid-seal-clap and is like, "Nuh-uh!" but Robbie's too busy celebrating the fact 
that he's IN to care. 


After the break, we see that Garrett Haley (who we haven't seen before) is IN. He looks like 
James McAvoy in a David Coverdale wig, if you're looking to spot him next week before he's 
eliminated. Kady Malloy is also IN, as are Chikezie Eze,Amy Davis, Jason Yeager, and Alaina 
Whitaker. Wow, they really did take all those identical country-singing blondes, didn't they? And 
have we seen this Jason Yeager before? With his shock of bleached hair in the front, Jason 
Ritter-like good looks, and general sweetness? It'll be nice if it turns out he can sing. 
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We're reminded of Asia'h Epperson and her personal tragedy. Now her dad passed away one 
day before the audition. It just keeps getting nudged forward, doesn't it? | think Asia'h's dad is 
passing away right now. Don't quote me, but it looks like she's wearing rosary beads around her 
neck that are the same color gold as her blouse. Somewhere, the Virgin Mary's like, "A little 
matchy-matchy, don't you think?" Asia‘h is IN, and I'm happy because the girl can sing. I'm not 
happy that her Extreme Home Makeover story is continuing on, however. We seem to have 
pruned most of the tales of woe during this week, though, so hopefully this won't turn into My 
Dead Dad Is Better Than Your Dead Dad. 


We're reminded of David Hernandez's stellar, soulful "Love The One You're With" from last 
night's episode. Randy tells him the decision was not unanimous, but he's IN. Simon clarifies 
that he was the dissenter (no kidding, dude) and that David is going to have to work harder in 
order to make an impression. Or else he could just be the guy Simon doesn't believe in, which 
usually does the trick rather nicely. 


Then: the utter parade of bullshit that is Josiah Leming. We're reminded of his whiny, bratty 
antics with the house band and his warbling and crappy rendition of "Stand By Me." | still think 
he'd do well fronting an emo band, that hasn't changed, but | am well past finding him a 
sympathetic character. | also cannot believe the judges have let him last this far, which probably 
means he'll make the Top 10. That's Josiah's "gut feeling” as well. But Randy tells Josiah he's 
OUT! He kind of hyperventilates in the elevator, and then drama-queens to Ryan about how he's 
going to have to "pull" the strength to go on "from somewhere." He breaks down all over the 
place, but he gets comforted by Carly and John Michael Australia, so | guess it's worth it. 
Everybody seems to like him, so maybe I'm just being a jerk, but | have to believe they're also 
secretly relieved they won't have to put up with him anymore. | know I am. 


After the commercial, we're down to the final two boys and final two girls, which means they'll 
go side-by-side in front of the judges, who will choose one of each. The boys go first, with 
Colton Berry (sweet looking blond) up against Kyle the student council president guy. | cannot 
believe he's still in the running. Still with the shirt and tie and khakis like he's in between 
classes at Catholic school. Paula stresses that it wasn't unanimous, and indeed Simon's already 
sulking, but that Colton is in. Good. Simon says -- no disrespect to Colton since the fact that 
he's the one sitting next to Kyle right now is random, producer-generated bullshit -- that he 
totally disagrees with Kyle's dismissal and thought he should have been given the chance to go 
further. Even though Simon admits he's not the best singer. This hardly ever happens, but | am 
SO happy Simon didn't get his way here. The judges all get up to congratulate them both, and 
honestly they seem like really good kids. Colton puts a comforting hand on Kyle's back, which 
is such a small but kind gesture. | really like him. Too bad, again, we've never seen him before 
and thus he's doomed to be eliminated before the Top 12. Sigh. 


-- Page 6 -- 


The final two girls are Joanne Borgella, the plus-size model versus Cardin McKinney, who we see 
not living up to a Dixie Chicks song in Hollywood. Randy kills some time asking them what 
they're feeling (none of it is interesting), but it's a good thing he does, because otherwise my 
DVR wouldn't have cut off the end of the episode. God damn it. Lucky for me there are spoilers, 
so | know that Joanne made it. And: yay for Joanne! 


So that's the Top 24. | also probably missed a closing montage of some sort, Ryan saying 
something fake-profound, oh! And probably the dancing like assholes montage, which is always 
a favorite of mine. God damn it, Randy Jackson! 


HEY SIMON, WELCOME TO THE ‘60S 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 11 | Aired on 02.18.2008 


Guys: Top 24 - The stupid decision to place theme restrictions on the semifinal rounds means a whole lot of young kids 
getting criticized for sounding old-fashioned and not a lot of finding out what these guys are really like. Some pretty good 
singing, though. 


You know how it goes by now: twelve guys, twelve girls, five programming hours, and four 
eliminations in three days. And a whole damn lot of filler. This...is why I'm really happy we're 
doing weecaps this year. 


Ryan -- dressed in black-on-black so Amy Winehouse knows he's on her side -- repeats what he 
usually says at this stage of the game, specifically, "Thank God the auditions are over!" | love 
that that's what he says every year, and every year the auditions seem to stretch on longer and 
longer. We meet the Top 12 guys as they file past the camera and make their desperate stabs at 
resonance: David Hernandez (double thumbs up), Chikezie (hideous orange suit), David Cook 
(wink and a gang sign), Jason Yeager (dorky wave), Robbie Carrico (still with the Bret Michaels 
bandana), David Archuleta (double wave), Danny Noriega (skinny tie, hands on hips), Luke 
Menard (double peace signs), Colton Berry (finger guns, oh Co/ton), Garrett Haley (my eternal 
confusion), Jason Castro (single peace sign), and Michael Johns (bundled up in a scarf for that 
harsh indoor California climate). 


Ryan says the semifinals are going to go the same as they have the last two seasons (I trust you 
all to remember the process -- we've got recaps if you don't). The judges don't say much of 
note. Ryan continues to push the "most talented Top 24 ever" angle hard, so | guess that's their 
response to the whole "ringer" "controversy." Though he does follow that up with some props to 
the judges for "finding" the Top 24 this year, which should make all the right heads explode in 
the conspiracy circles. Then we get a recap of the guys’ paths to the semifinals, which tries to 
turn the spotlight onto the Invisibles -- Jason Yeager, Colton Berry, Garrett Haley, Jason Castro, 
David Hernandez -- just so we have proof they actually existed before last Wednesday. And 
since the audience has clearly been exhausted by all this content, we head to commercial. 


When we get back, Ryan delivers the bullshit news that, for the first time ever, the semifinals 
will have theme nights, with tonight being "The '60s." Oh, good. | was hoping we'd get to make 
these kids pretend to be fifty years old a lot sooner. David Hernandez kicks the actual show 
part of the show off with a gospel arrangement of "In The Midnight Hour." It's a solid vocal 
performance but it's very...it stays in one place. Not just that David himself doesn't move much 
(he doesn't), but it's just a very stand-n-sing performance, and I think to do that the vocal has to 
be much more interesting. Randy dug the gospel vibe and declares the competition ON! Paula 
compliments David's "perfect vibrato,” which is fairly accurate. Simon, who you'll remember 
wasn't onboard with David's inclusion here, says it was better than he thought it would be. Of 
course, he goes on to trash the middle and end parts of the song, but he liked the beginning! 
He also (agreeing with me because why wouldn't he?) says David seemed stiff and needs to 
loosen up. Additionally, we learn that "rabbit in the headlights" is a valid phrase if you're 
English. Or maybe just Simon. David nervously begs for votes while Ryan smarts off to Simon. 
Same as it ever was. 


-- Page 2 -- 


Next up is Chikezie, and | have to say, if the guy was so insistent on being that guy who decides 
to go by a singular name just because his ass made it onto TV for three seconds and he thinks 
he's made it now, he couldn't have made my life a little easier and stuck with "Eze"? Ass. The 


orange suit makes him look terribly lounge-lizardy, and his rendition of "More Today Than 
Yesterday" does nothing to divert the viewer from that impression. In criticizing Chikezie for 
being old-fashioned, Randy stumbles upon the central flaw here, that being that it's goddamn 
‘60s night and they're all being set up to look old-fashioned. How are we supposed to get a 
good sense of these guys and their styles if we plunge right into the themes? We may get a 
sense, but it won't be as accurate. Dumb. Anyway, once you've got Paula using "You are here!" 
as her major compliment, you have to know you're in trouble, and indeed Simon slams it home: 
the outfit, the wink the vocals, all were "hideous." Oh, and he also calls him "Jacuzzi" in a way 
that makes me think he's been calling him that behind the scenes all week and he just slipped 
today. Heh. Funnily, the first thing Chikezie jumps in to defend is the fucking suit, slamming 
Simon for wearing "black, white, and gray." Listen, Tubby, you could learn to benefit from some 
black and gray yourself, you know. When Ryan comes out, he openly bitches about the theme, 
which as | mentioned is stupid. That being said, Chikezie is the one who decided to take things 
to Vegas, so I'm not sure if he's got much of a leg to stand on. Bottom line: shitty performance. 


After the break, Ryan's in the Red Room trying to get the audience acquainted with this sweet 
little creature called Colton Berry. Colton cops to his resemblance to Ellen Degeneres pretty 
eagerly, and | suppose when you can't deny it, playing up to it is your second-best option. He 
also cops to his theatrical tendencies after Ryan reminds him the judges have been down on 
him for that. It's like, "I've done theatre for half my semi-adult life. What can | do?" | like him, 
poor doomed thing. 


Then it's on to David Cook, and since it seems we have to discuss his hair first and foremost, I'll 
say it's looking a little over-fried, and appears to be covering up some receding action. On 
stage, he's taken "Happy Together" and not so much re-worked it into a new arrangement but 
molded it into his little David Cook mold. It's not some flashy attention-grabby Rock Remixxx or 
whatever, but David's very much, what's that thing they say? "Making it his own." This is what 
Chikezie couldn't manage when dealing with the stupid theme. | really like it. Randy hates the 
song on its merits, which makes him double impressed that David "made it a rock joint." It's 
kind of frustrating that Randy's overstating what | liked for being understated, but that's kind of 
what Randy does, so whatever. Paula mocks Simon's "a bit worthy" criticism from auditions, 
which David has said he still doesn't understand (uh...me neither), and at this point even Simon 
doesn't know what he was on about. It's nice to know we can all have our Paula Moment now 
and again. He's very hung up on the song v. style issue, but says David "almost" made it 
believable. Ryan then takes the stage and tries to put words in the judges' mouths, as he does 
from time to time, to my ultimate frustration. He wants Randy to mention David's evolution as a 
performer or some such crap. Whatever. 
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Jason Yeager is next, and we learn that he is both a singing waiter and a dad. My guess is that 
the one didn't exactly lead to the other. Anybody who's been so turned on by their singing 
waiter that they took him home can feel free not to email me. I'm instantly pissed that we didn't 
get to see more of him during auditions/Hollywood, because he seems like such a genuine 
person, likeable and enthusiastic. And then we cut to the stage where he's seated and singing 
"Moon River." God damn it. It's not that it's a bad song -- it's actually a very good song, and in 
the right context it can bring a tear to your eye. At least if you're Nelson Muntz. But in this 
context -- the stool, the looking deeply into the camera, the pointing at the audience -- is way 
too Michael Bublé for me, despite the fact that Jason's voice is quite pleasant. | guess they 
weren't joking about the talent this season. Even the lame ducks are bringing it. Then we cut to 
the audience, where Jason's kid looks like if Milla Jovovich played Karen Silkwood, but with a 
spit curl thrown in for personality. I'm not being mean -- Milla Jovovich is awesome. Randy 
thinks the song's deceptive simplicity made Jason lose the thread in the middle, which Paula 
agrees with. She also says she performed her first ballet recital to that song, which is weird to 


think about. The idea of Paula balancing on her toe for any length of time...you see what | 
mean? After Jason invokes the season's first dead grandma in the name of the song, Simon 
(mocking Paula) says he "bought [his] first puppy to that song." Hee. He then says, fairly 
accurately, that the performance made Jason seem old and "cruise shippy." Paula says it's hard 
not to on ‘60s songs, which again | can't 100% disagree with. At the very least it's tough to tell if 
the song or Jason is the culprit. Then Simon calls Jason a "dependable old dog," which makes 
me cringe like mad. That's so much meanerthan Simon intends it to be, | think. Rather that rush 
to defend Jason's honor, Ryan gets him to admit that vocal coaches have warned him against 
being too "cabaret" before. Man, | am never going to figure Ryan Seacrest out. Not in a million 
years. Where's the false outrage? The pettiness? The making me want to punch him? 


After the break, it's time for Boy Band of Love, with Robbie Carrico. Robbie's video package 
includes him talking about his former "boy/girl band" and how they toured with Britney Spears, 
which is weird because | thought the show was evilly trying to conceal such matters. We also 
see he performed Fuel's "Hemorrhage" in Hollywood and was a pale, pale imitation of Chris 
Daughtry but got put through anyway. He performs "One Is The Loneliest Number," and | feel 
confident that | don't have to clarify that he doesn't perform it in the style of Aimee Mann. It's 
an odd choice to do a '60s song that's already been successfully imported into the modern era, 
but Robbie does a good, if generic, job with it. If he weren't drowning in wallet chains, leather 
bracelets, and bandanas, | might go so far as to call it "understated," but | can't in good 
conscience do that. Randy was "rockin' out" to it. Which, of course, makes it the un-rockingest 
thing of the night, by definition. Paula thinks he's "authentic" (which means "dirty-looking" in 
Stolichnayish), but Simon actually doesn't buy that. He asks Robbie to speak for himself on that 
issue, and Robbie, after assuring us he can sing any style, says he's all about the rock. And then 
he seals his fate forever when he actually points to all his accoutrements, as if offering us proof 
of his true rockerness. Everything you ever thought about people who wear wallet chains and 
leather cuffs is coming true in the person of Robbie Carrico. "Check out my bad-ass bandana, 
Simon. How ‘bout my long, dirty hair? Need | say more?" Ryan takes the stage and says Robbie 
truly rocks, yet also "looks like Justin Timberlake." Robbie furiously shakes his head at this, and 
LISTEN HERE, POSEUR. Ryan was trying to pay you a compliment by outright lying to your fat 
face. You should be so lucky! 
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David Archuleta is next, and | finally realize that what I'd been taking for residual after-effects of 
the vocal paralysis in David's voice is actually just the fact that he's adenoidal or whatever. 
Nasally congested up in his nasal, but all the time. Then? Well, then David sums up his big 
moment making the Top 24 by singing "What a feeling..." all Irene Cara-like. Sold. That's all. | 
am no longer simply David Archuleta's bodyguard, | am now his friend. | don't care that he 
sings "Shop Around." | don't care that he loses his breath at times. Truthfully, friendship issues 
aside, it's a good performance with flaws but also a lot of energy and the ability to hit a big 
note every now and again. He's totally fine. The judges predictably overpraise him: Randy says 
it's "brilliant," Paula says "bold," and it's Simon's favorite performance of the night. David takes 
this all with his customary excessive humility, which is going to wear thin on people very 
quickly. Dude, people are going to turn on this kid so fast, if they haven't already, for reasons 
that are 90% not his fault at all. It doesn't help when Ryan's all, "You're so likeable!" He tells us 
we can merely vote for David, not adopt him (I'll take that as a jab at me personally, and...fair 
enough), and poor David tries to remind us that he is seventeen years old and can drive a car 
and eat lunch out in the courtyard with the rest of the seniors of he wants to, but America will 
have none of it. He's our child now. And we're going to make a mint off of him. 


Next up is Danny Noriega, who | don't even need to adopt because he can take care of himself, 
okay? He can't pick songs for shit, though, because "Jailhouse Rock"? Honey, no. | know he 
wants to build upon that sense of wonderment he got from the judges at the auditions -- the 


awe that comes from three dipshits realizing a big, flaming fairy can sing with a real man's 
voice -- but leave Elvis alone, for real. His voice doesn't fail him here; honestly, this would be the 
best karaoke performance you'd ever see in your whole life. But it's still karaoke, because have | 
mentioned? Elvis. He's the third rail. Don't touch him. No matter how much energy and 
confidence and spirit Danny puts out here -- and it's a fucking lot, because he's the kind of 
fantastic you don't take off and put on the dresser at night, Robbie -- he doesn't quite make it. 
Randy loves how Danny brings the good-time vibe wherever he goes and says it was "kinda hot." 
Paula calls it, essentially, a safe vocal that allowed more of a "performance," but she liked it. 
Simon...hated it. And he thinks it will drive casual viewers of the show away. Randy lies that 
Danny didn't try to ape Elvis in the performance (he totally did) as the judges talk all over each 
other, with Simon and Paula making it all about them for about twenty minutes. Danny actually 
takes it all in stride, admitting it was probably a bad song choice, despite how much he enjoyed 
doing it. He snaps his neck at Simon, but it's all for show, and Simon knows it. | really hope he 
sticks around. 
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So there's this guy called Luke Menard. Who has a wife and some stubble. He sings "Everybody's 
Talkin’ At Me" from Midnight Cowboy, and he sounds very much like he should be in a boy 
band. Sweet voice, but not a whole lot of oomph. Of course, there's no oomph called for in the 
song, so who knows? There's just not a lot to hang onto. He sounds like a less-impressive 
version of Patrick Hall from a couple seasons ago. (...Look, if you don't remember who he was, | 
don't have time to remind you.) Randy sez: pitchy and sharp. Paula says Luke's got a Kenny 
Loggins quality that she hopes he can display sometime soon. Hey, how about when he's asked 
to sing in front of all of America? Is that too soon? Simon says it was forgettable, which...| don't 
even remember if it was or not. Luke says he wasn't so forgettable, in his opinion, and instead 
of letting it go without saying, Simon pipes up, "Nobody's going to admit to being forgettable,” 
which, while true, sounds so pointed and mean that Luke, Ryan, and the audience all struck 
dumb with rage. Ryan's either going to throw a punch or cry, for real. I'd say it's liable to throw 
some sympathy votes Luke's way, but | think people are going to do their best to forget that 
whole ugly thing ever happened. 


Colton Berry. Who needs to keep an eye on the hair. His video package reminds us that he's 
very theatre, very nice, and very...odd. The Teletubbies theme song calms him down? Is this 
some elaborate Chris Sligh-style jab at Simon again? He's chosen to sing Elvis's "Suspicious 
Minds," which is really the only Elvis song | like. More importantly: what's with the gays and 
Elvis tonight? Did Neil Patrick Harris issue a bulletin on Conan the other night? So remember 
that whole thing | said during Danny's performance about how you can't do an Elvis song? 
"Suspicious Minds" is the exception to that, because it's good enough to stand on its own. But 
while he avoids looking like he's competing for a free bar tab on Elvis Night, and while the voice 
is strong enough, Colton's performance style is a bit too mannered for my liking. His 
enthusiasm is infectious, though. | can't not want him to do well. Randy thought Colton 
wrangled a "pretty good" from a rough beginning. Paula says it wasn't his best performance. 
Uh-oh. You can hear the audience -- and see Colton -- brace themselves for the danger that 
portends. Simon doesn't go for the kill, however. He gives a measured and thoughtful critique, | 
think, that basically says that while he sang quite well, he didn't really present anything that 
went beyond "nice kid doing a good job covering Elvis," and when the objective is to find 
someone who can build a career singing as his or her own entity, this performance kind of 
doesn't give them a clue one way or the other. Thus, it wasn't worth much as an audition. He 
then jabs at "some contestants” for caring more about their hair than their performance which 
is so totally incorrect. As | said before, Colton's hair needs attention now more than ever. Guard 
against the helmet head of past auditions, Colton! 
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So next up is Garrett Haley, and | still am at a total loss as to this one. | mean...| thought the 
little girl from Atonement grew up to be Vanessa Redgrave. Now | see she's bought herself a 
Frampton wig and is trying to become a pop star? This is no way to atone, little girl! From his 
audition footage, we see he sings in a very thin, feminine voice, and he speaks with an utterly 
indecipherable half-accent. What the holy fuck is this kid's deal? He's like mercury or something; 
every time | think I've got him pegged, there he goes, evading my grasp. His performance, a 
technically proficient rendition of "Breaking Up Is Hard To Do," doesn't help me at all. Can't he 
just suck? That would be so much easier. But he doesn't suck. And he's not boring either. It's a 
slow, spare rendition of the song, but | prefer it immensely to the sugarcane awfulness of, say, 
Anthony Fedorov's performance of same. It's actually, improbably, a really good performance, 
but | haven't the first clue what kind of odd creature is delivering it. Randy has no idea either, 
so he falls back on old clichés, saying he didn't make it his own. Paula thinks he kept the tempo 
too slow for too long. Eh. | can't stand that song all bumpy and teen-angel-like, so I'm not the 
person to judge by. Simon hated all of it -- the boringness, the "terrified" stage presence, and 
the fact that Garrett looks like the girl who died of anorexia and is now haunting your attic. 
Garrett takes it well, considering. It's the weirdest thing. | don't know anymore. How do you 
solve a problem like Garrett Haley? Fuck if | know. 


Jason Castro. God damn it. | will tell you this, and this is for the benefit of my sister if no one 
else, | freely admit that Jason would be the grade-A hottie of the show for sure if he cut that shit 
off his head. He seems like a really nice guy, unassuming, pretty blue eyes. What the hell, dude? 
Why you gotta push me away like this? Anyway, Jason's the first one to accompany himself on 
an instrument tonight, unless you count Robbie's wallet chain as percussion. "What A Day For A 
Daydream" is one of those songs that isn't a song anymore but an advertising jingle, and it's 
not like Jason adds a whole lot to it, even with the strummy guitar, but it's awfully pleasant to 
listen to. Fuck, I think | kind of like him. Stop freaking me out with your charming competence, 
you kids! Randy sez: "A'ight." Paula thought less, in Jason's case, was more. Simon thought it 
was in the "top two performances of the night." Really?! Wow. He was good, but...well, actually, 
looking back at the night we've either had steady competence (David H., Robbie; David A.) 
boring competence (Luke, Garrett), cabaret competence (Chikezie, Jason Y.) and doomed gay 
Elvis (Colton, Danny). So | guess | might put Jason up with David Cook as my favorites of the 
night, too. Weird. 
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Lastly, here's Michael Johns. | liked him in his audition. Then he appeared slighty...Val Kilmer on 
the skids in Hollywood, and | liked him slightly less. Then there was that whole scarf thing an 
hour and fifty minutes ago. That sure didn't help. And he's singing "Light My Fire" by The Doors. 
Ooooh. | have a feeling this would be a way bigger obstacle for some of us here at the site than 
it is for me. | can take or leave The Doors just fine. And I'd be lying if | said | didn't take part in 
a drunken "L.A. Woman" singalong in my time. That being said, | was worried | was going to like 
this performance and have all my bad feelings about the scarf go to waste. Not to worry! I'm not 
loving this. His voice isn't good enough that he can get away with not totally rocking out. As it 
stands, he's trying to play it somewhat smoldering and it's leaving the vocals in this no man's 
land between screaming (which would have been fine in this setting) and actually hitting the 
notes. The judges love it, of course. Randy says it was like watching a legendary rock performer 
like Michael Hutchence. Not to overstate things or anything. Paula seems to believe he actually 
set things on fire in the studio, but the mere fact that she hasn't gone up in flames herself 
should be proof enough that he hasn't. Simon wasn't as enamored as he might have been, but 
he thinks Michael has the natural charisma of a leading man. Which he does, granted. And he 
looks a lot more Jeremy Sisto tonight than he did in Hollywood, so that's another positive. 


Rundown: David Hernandez burying himself way in the back of our memory, Chikezie and his 
two-drink minimum, David Cook being as good as | remember, Jason Yeager hosting the Miss 


Carnival Cruise pageant, Robbie and his Halloween costume, David Archuleta being better than | 
remember, Danny doing a fantastic job at something stupid like an Elvis song, Luke being..., 
Colton doing those weird mannerisms, Garrett blowing my mind with weirdness, Jason blowing 
my mind with not being a d-bag, and John Michael Australia keeping his neck warm with 
fashion. 


Tomorrow, it's Jacob and the ladies. Thursday, four will go home. Of the boys, I'd say it's Luke 
and Garrett, unless America don't care for gay Elvis. 


COME ON, BABY, AND RESCUE ME...OR WHATEVER 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 12 | Aired on 02.19.2008 


Girls: Top 24 - Take twelve girls with Ebola, completely sap them of even the basic desire for survival, mix in a few nasty 
British comments...and stir. If any of these girls live, they might become superstars. 


Quoth Ryan, "The level of talent is higher..." | believe that, having seen half of them last night. | 
can honestly say that | enjoyed the Top Twelve Guys episode more than I have ever personally 
enjoyed an episode of this show. Which is really subjective, of course, but it does make me 
more interested in where this season's going -- and whether I'm going to love the ladies as 
much as | did most of the boys last night. And also, they all have the flu or something. Except 
Amanda, who always looks like that. Carly Smithson looks like a comic book convention in 
real-life human form. Paula's hair is very Danny Noriega, and Simon's winking all over the place 
at Ryan, so we're in for a treat. 


Ryan reads a bunch of Randy's bullshit non-commentary off of cards in his hands, which are 
beneath mentioning, and Paula asks the ladies to bring both their "charm" and their "vocals," 
and mentions having heard "rumblings of the rehearsals," excitedly. Simon and Ryan agree that 
disagreement and backtalk are a turn-on for Simon, even when it comes from total creeps like 
Danny and Chikezie, and then there's a video of the Top Twelve Ladies walking through a door 
and screaming when they got their Hollywood tickets. Singing? No, why would they sing on this 
show? That's secret stuff we'll never get to see, now. 


Kristy Lee Cook is up next. She's like if Felicity had a horse, only even less interesting. She likes 
to sing "Amazing Grace," and how boringly pretty she is, is equal to how true the following 
statement is: | couldn't pick her out of a lineup consisting of Kristy Lee Cook, Oprah Winfrey, 
and her horse. Which she wants to buy out of hock when she wins this show. She sings "Rescue 
Me," in a tempo just slow enough that it's boring without being slow enough that it's inventive 
or interesting. She also does totally spooky and inappropriate shit with her eyes and face, like 
that woman from Xanadu that | saw in the Thanksgiving Day parade that made me go back to 
bed at 11 AM because | realized that | had no more Thanks to Give. 


If you're ever in trouble and you are looking for help, | am telling you in advance that you need 
to ask for help with at least a little bit of spirit or heart, because when Kristy sings "Rescue Me" 
in this Sominesque way, it makes me think she's beyond saving, and in fact that she has 
resigned herself to never being rescued. Randy and Simon tell her it was awful, but Paula says 
it's okay to suck because she is sick with the flu or the bronchitis or whatever -- but "you don't 
want to ever let anyone see that you're having a little bit of a tough time." Because what Paula 
Abdul can teach you to do, besides bust a move, is convincingly maintain. Ryan wonders if 
illness matters, or if we should just vote her ass off right now, and says that all the women are 
dying right now; Paula thanks her lucky stars that we know this ahead of time, that the women 
are dying. I'm so glad too because that sounds super-fun to hear at the beginning of two 
hours of shitty singing. 
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Joanne Borgella has so very much hair and seems like a down girl. She talks in her prepackage 
about how it's so weird how people expect her, as a plus-size black model, to sing soul, even 
though that's what she sings. Then we get to see my girl Cardin get eliminated in the Chair next 
to her one more time. Then Joanne sings one of my favorite songs from childhood, "I Say a Little 
Prayer." Her voice is of a certain quality, but something's happening between her mouth and her 
ears where she's singing a note but it's not the note she thinks she's saying. Her tone is for shit, 


and it's joyless and sad, and nothing special at all. My gosh, what a terrible little thing has 
happened! Joanne! Stop being sick! You are singing much more poorly than you need to be 
singing right now! 


Randy calls it "a little weird,” but likes the power notes she was saving up for the end; Paula 
loves her confidence but wonders where she stashed it, and didn't love the performance. Simon, 
of course, didn't like it at all, because she didn't bring it at all, and it was obvious that she 
wasn't present for it, and it was nothing special. Joanne, in addition to being sick, is now 
suffering a broken heart, but she knows he's right too, which is kind of the saddest part. Her 
adorable parents are like, "...And that's how Simon gets poisoned tonight." Joanne labors over 
bantering with Ryan, obviously dying to get off her feet, but she's so charming and smart that 
it's worth listening to her speak, even when she's only half there. Paula tries to make it all about 
her, somehow, and flops around like the Scarecrow before Ryan gets us back on track and gives 
the numbers. 


Now it's...that same pretty blonde girl again. Dude, earlier today we watched Nightmare On Elm 
Street IV: The Dream Master, which as you know is the most ass-kicking awesome movie in the 
world, and also contains my favorite song of all time, "Anything, Anything" by Dramarama. But 
so there's a part just like this in the movie, where Alice gets caught in a loop and keeps doing 
the same thing over and over, so that she is prevented from saving her bodybuilding friend 
Waitress Debbie from being turned into a cockroach by Freddy Krueger. So I guess | have Alice 
to thank for putting me on the alert as far as how sometimes this happens, because clearly 
"Alaina Whitaker" is code for "Freddy Krueger is pulling some shit on you," and | am not falling 
for it. 


So while I'm off to save the bodybuilders of my acquaintance before they become cockroaches, 
let's listen to this "Alaina Whitaker" sing "More Today Than Yesterday," which | love, because | 
love all things Chicago. Roxie Hart, Deep-Dish Pizza, Punky Brewster, Amy Grant Collaborators 
and Feminist Artists Of The 1970's are my top five all-time Jeopardy! categories, is how much | 
love Chicago. Who, Paula tells us, are not...the people of this song. It's a band called Spiral 
Staircase. | did not know that; good on you, Abdul. Can you tell | don't want to deal with 
Amanda Overmyer yet? Let me make some more lists, and tell you more about some movie | 
saw this one time. 
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The song starts so slow, you wonder if you'll be hearing more of it tomorrow than you will 
today, but once the band kicks in, the girl rocks the socks off the previous two contestants. 
What is her name again? Alaina Whitaker. How am | going to remember that? She's committed, 
in control of her voice, enjoying herself, and looks lovely when she sings, rather than dead or 
possessed. Randy congratulates her on her youth, her conviction, and her awesomeness. Paula 
calls it a "feel-good" song, talks about Diana Ross for awhile, and then tells her how much she 
loved the ending. Which is not the usual Paula thing where she only remembers the ending of 
any given song, because in fact she did totally rock the song. Simon totally says he hates the 
song, didn't recognize it, but | bet if it were a Chicago song he would like it. Ryan has a short 
blonde meeting with her sick, babbling self, and they are adorable together for awhile. 


Sigh. After commercials, we're "crankin' it up" with Amanda Overmyer, which is either an 
unfortunate word choice on Ryan's part, given that she looks and sings like a small-town meth 
addict with artistic aspirations, or a secret message from him to me that this is exactly what she 
is. She shows a hint of coolness by promising never to sing Janis Joplin, then fucks it up by also 
promising to "solidify the presence of rock and roll" on stage, whatever the 
teen-pregnancy-scare hell that means. Amanda growls her nasal grunting way through some 


song called "Baby Please Don't Go" that sounds like it's probably a hundred-year-old blues song 
that has been covered so many times nobody knows what to do with it. (Fact-checker goblins 
say yes, that's what it is.) 


Randy and Paula balance on their heads and skip rope and barf rainbows about how “authentic” 
and "original" and "real" Amanda is, because they have never met a person like Amanda, | 
guess. Once Amanda starts bantering with Simon, she's adorable; she really is a pretty, funny 
girl when she's not doing her shtick. However, she's doing her shtick 90% of the time, and it's 
just not something | can handle. You know you're at a bad party that you need to leave when 
the Amanda-looking girl starts asking everybody in that Amanda voice if they have any coke. 
And there is always an Amanda-looking girl, and she always talks like that, and most of the time 
she's got her guitar in the car, and that's when it's time to go home. That's how you know. On 
the other hand, she's kind of adorable when she's acting like a person, and Ryan clearly enjoys 
her on that level. It's not quite the Jason Castro 180-degree hate/love switcheroo | underwent 
last night, but | feel vastly much better about her right now than | did yesterday. And perhaps, if 
Alaina did the math right, I'll like her twice this much by the time Joanna gets her ass eliminated 
tomorrow. 
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Amy Davis sang "Blue Bayou" at her audition, and I liked her. She's a trade show model and grad 
student, two awesome things; Hollywood Week she did a tepid slow version of "Me & Bobby 
McGee,” which is kind of a dick move, but | don't know. ["I have a couple questions about that: 
1) Isn't the song already pretty slow, until the end there? 2) How was the Amy-ized version we 
saw any slower than the original in the second place? | know Janis seems like low-hanging fruit 
but she's so much harder to do well than she seems, and | wish they'd stop trying. ...Okay, 
those weren't really ‘questions’ so much as ‘complaining. -- Sars] She looks like Summer Glau a 
little bit, in the face, which could go one of two ways, always. In this case, it's a positive thing. 
Less positive? Her shit-tastic version of "Where the Boys Are," which | refuse to even sit 
through. Bleep-bloop over the quavering nervous voice, the crossed eyes, the wavering tuneless 
wailing and whining...I've never heard shit like that on this show before. It's like she's a 
theremin and there's somebody just off-camera having a seizure. 


Randy tries to be nice and say she was emulating a country star like Patsy Cline, "scooping" into 
the notes, but leaves out the part that maybe she just couldn't locate them at all. Paula says she 
is pretty. Simon says she is pretty, but absolutely the worst thing in the universe, although 
tellingly he describes her fate as a "struggle" this week and not the milkshake-drinking she 
deserves. Ryan doesn't even have time for this, girl -- he just steps discreetly over the roadkill 
and introduces the next one. 


Whom | do actually recognize, because she's the blonde girl that I actually like. Brooke White, 
the girl that's never seen an R-rated movie, such as Nightmare On Elm Street IV: The Dream 
Master. That poor, poor girl. | loved her in her interview, | loved her in Hollywood, | love her 
playing the piano, | love her crazy hair, | love her giant crazy Muppet-Janice mouth, | love 
nannies, | love her whole thing. She's adorable and smart and funny. Also funny: her totally 
intense guitar-accompanied "Happy Together,” the fact that the bronchitis/flu doesn't seem to 
have affected her pitch at all, and -- most hilariously -- the fact that she makes the song 
interesting. | like the song, don't get me wrong, it's one of the few overplayed songs of this type 
that | honestly love, but it doesn't sound very different usually. | might actually listen to this on 
purpose. Are they doing the studio versions yet? When does that start? The golden light of a 
thousand suns illuminates her from behind and she kind of sparkles from all over herself like a 
magical happy creature. Or Steve Carell. 
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Randy thinks she improved near the end, which | didn't like quite as much, and cautions Brooke 
to -- in the future, you understand -- get her "slaying" on. Sometimes when Randy talks it's like 
this, but other times it's like this. This time is one of the latter. Simon's like WTF and Randy's 
like WTH and Paula's like 0010001010 LOL and it's all totally uninteresting, as of course it 
would be and always is when one of them decides it's time for a catchphrase, but doubly so 
because Brooke's just standing up there the whole time, like, wondering what the heck this has 
to do with her. Paula gets her mumbling craziness on for a while: "And that's what I love about 
you there you have your own thing you have your own like that's what this whole business is 
about it's finding someone that you hear your voice the first time and you identify that's work." 
Simon calls it precious and silly and ridiculous, with the joyfulness and the golden lights 
everywhere, which it totally is, which is why it was awesome, and he admits that too. Ryan and 
Simon make out a little bit and Randy desperately tries to get in on it, and the whole time 
Simon's like, "Um, I'm just saying she's kind of a gaywad. It's a good thing." Why doesn't 
anybody in the room understand what he's saying? It is because they have lost the capacity for 
wonder. 


Halfway there! Alexandréa Lushington, proud owner of the coolest name written down since 
Cecilia Frot-Coutaz, sang "My Funny Valentine" at auditions, and seems to dress herself most of 
the time like the Marines from Aliens. There's a very...Webelos aesthetic to her manner of dress 
most of the time. Like now she's singing "Spinning Wheel" -- which is totally aiming for the Paula 
fence, because that's the kind of thing she likes, lots of loud noises, some yelling -- and yeah, 
she's doing this in an admittedly non-Webelos outfit. Unfortunately, it is also the non-sane outfit 
of a lunatic. 


Airbrushed '80s Nagel-esque t-shirt of a crazy face with silver sunglasses, and giant black pants 
with suspenders, and her hair pulled back so far and high that she looks like a bald version of 
T-Boz. Vocally, she delivers about half the song, including some neato parts that are so 
deliberate and harmonically creative they sound weird, but the other half is like...drag night at 
the Den Meeting. | am so fucking confused by Alexandréa Lushington. I'm not done thinking 
about her, but | loved the interpretation of the song, and the dance moves. 


Randy and Paula talk about how fabulous she is for awhile, vocal imbalances notwithstanding, 
and Simon talks major shit for awhile, comparing it to a "terrible '60s musical." Oh! Oh, he's 
right, that's what it is: she dresses like a cast member of that play with Jesus. Not the one | like, 
the other one, where they dress like this. Godspell. She dresses like an assortment of cast 
members from Godspell. Which is fine, but | think the problem is that you should only ever 
dress like one person at a time, and often she gives the appearance of having dressed like 
several people from Godspell all at once. ["Each of whom, if memory serves, is also dressing like 
several people at once." -- Sars] Ryan gets corrected on pronouncing her name -- in that way 
where you still have no idea what the difference is -- and then Simon and Ryan talk about the 
deep abyss of loneliness that separates Simon from the rest of humanity, blah blah, they are 
weird, Simon's so awesome that it scares Ryan deeply, maybe vice versa, blah blah blah. 
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FREDDY KRUEGER! YOU HAVE NO POWER OVER ME! 


Kady Malloy is 18, hails from Houston, and works in a recording studio. | think | liked her, but | 
also think that this is a dark magical spell and she already sang like five songs tonight. Is she 
the one that can sing like Britney? Oh, there she goes. I'm getting tired of Kady Malloy -- as 
though that is her name -- who sings...YES! "Groovy Kind Of Love!" Fabulous! Is she doing it 


justice? | think she's making out with it, which is one way to go with it. Is she impersonating 
Celine Dion? Is she this year's Scott Savol Secret Squirrel and we'll never know what her real 
voice sounds like? Or is this her real voice? If so, | think she should let a different personality 
take over every week, because this is kind of sleepy-making, which makes the honking missed 
notes even more noticeable. 


The crowd seems to really like her, Randy squeaks and squeals at her for a bit before 
complaining that it stayed boring the whole time, and she lost concentration. Too true, Jackson. 
Paula thinks she looks pretty, but wonders who on earth she is. Simon calls it Night Of The 
Living Dead, which is another awesome movie Brooke will never, ever see. He tells Kady that her 
personality disappeared when she started singing, which is exactly what happened. The best 
part of her whole onstage performance comes in right this second, as she aims daggers of such 
exquisite icy heat out of her eyeballs and into his eyeballs and basically makes me feel like 
somebody's getting the shit kicked out of them when they least expect it. And just out of frame, 
she's wearing a glove with knives coming out of it, and she pretty much tells the judges that 
they're assholes and just don't get it. How Chikezie Noriega of you, sweetie. She even rolls her 
eyes when Ryan tries to bullshit her, and then just wanders offstage. | think she came like 
thisclose to kicking him in the shin just because she's pissed. How unattractive. 


Asia'h Epperson’'s dad is still dead. 


As is her rendition of "Piece Of My Heart." She swings her neck around more than Danny 
Noriega, seems not to comprehend a single word of the lyrics, or how to pronounce them, and 
she seems to be wearing a napkin ring as a people ring. Randy tells her it was great, which it 
wasn't, and that he was impressed, which he wasn't, and Paula says she had really good 
moments, which she didn't, and Simon says it was his favorite of the night, which may or may 
not be true, | have no idea, Ryan thinks he means it and totally brightens up and flirts with him 
for the rest of the segment, so it served a purpose | guess, but as a song | hated it. | felt 
screamed at, begged at, pleaded with, and yanked on. And not in the slightly irritating way of 
all Janis Joplin singing, either, but in the deeply irritating way of Asia'h Epperson. 
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Whose dead father is totally, utterly, irrevocably deceased. 


Ramiele Malubay is not only adorable but will be singing "You Don't Have To Say You Love Me," 
which | believe was originally written and performed by Nadia Turner, if I'm reading these notes 
correctly. So it's nice to think about Nadia and what she's up to, and how if you put her on the 
stage next to Ramiele they would look hilarious, and if you put her on the stage next to 
Webelos Godspell, the hope is that they would make out, a little bit. (Hey, you know who's 
missing? Black Pink, what was her name? Vecepia? V-Speezica? Pescatorio Von Stackenbottom? | 
had high hopes for her, wherever she is now.) 


I'm pleased as punch to relate that she totally rocks it, and furthermore does this with an exact 
recreation of Christian's untenably idiotic hairstyle, which she also totally rocks. I've felt warmly 
toward this girl from the beginning, but | am really impressed by her tonight -- very professional 
and practiced and confident and deliberate in what she does. | realize there's a whole novelty 
thing with the "little girl"/"big voice" Clay Aiken bullshit they're going to say every five seconds 
from here on out, but they do know how amazing she is, and the lights and music all line up 
like trained poodles for her. Neat. Randy and Paula are so into it that they don't even make 
sense when they talk about it, but it's clear the whole studio adored the performance, and 
cheers every word. Simon calls her the most consistent person from Hollywood, and 
congratulates her on being the best singer of the night. 


Ramiele and Ryan get cute about her hair and makeup, and Ryan compliments her shoes as first 
"great," then Anderson Cooper Alerts down to mauve with a "nice," and Ramiele just rolls her 
eyes that he's still trying that shit, all, "Oh, Ryan." It's adorable. And | mean...when you're this 
weird and unrelenting about the gay thing, it becomes the thing about which you are being 
totally gay. Which, yes, sidesteps the question and erases it from our minds, sure. But it does so 
at the cost of our interest in whether you're gay -- which we never really cared about anyway -- 
and refocuses it instead on the way in which your sexuality is otherwise altered. Which is, 
forgive me, I think not really the effect you wish to create. | mean, which is worse, really? "I 
think that you are maybe gay"? Or, "So you're not gay? Then what in hell is wrong with you?"? | 
mean, | don't care either way, you know | think he's great, but I just don't get that mindset at 
all. I'm seeing a lotta hustle, lotta energy out there -- but not a whole lot of the kind of result 
you Started out trying to obtain. Which offends me, because inefficiency of any kind offends 
me, but especially those kind of fucked-up trips you pull on yourself, that nobody but you 
actually cares about. Unproductive. 
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Syesha Mercado tells us she's not sick, and | am glad for her, because it sucks to be sick. But 
what sucks more than being sick is crapping all over "Tobacco Road" having just given up your 
"I have the illness also!" card, which I'll remind you she just did, seconds before this crappy 
singing job. She throws some huge bellowing note across the end of it for like a hundred bars. 
Which would be so great, if it were in key. Randy's going to say the word "pitchy," | can feel it in 
the bones and little muscles and whatever things inside a person's ear. What else is in there? 
Tissue? Diamonds. Little tiny nuns, | have no idea. But they're all in agreement that this 
performance was pitchy, dawg. And Randy does say the "pitchy" word, but then all three of the 
judges talk about how great it was. Was it really? It sounded horrible to me, like the scene of an 
accident, with one lady just screaming off-key and croaking down into her chest on the lowest 
notes and then abruptly holding one note for awhile that is not quite at the pitch she thinks it 
is. Whatever, great, she's cute, awesome, have fun. Two hours is a long fucking time to be 
looking at these people. 


Carly Smithson, predictably, is going to finish up the night. We get to see her ride a bike, and 
be a person with gross tattoos near other gross people with tattoos. Admittedly, she owns the 
tattoo shop, which is cool because she owns a business, but sad because it's a tattoo shop. 
Then she says how her record company “imploded,” which isn't true, but | bet it feels like it 
when you have dreams and nearly achieve them, and then your dream goes away. | bet that 
feels like imploding, I'm not going to pick that nit. 


"The Shadow Of Your Smile" is a song | don't know about. Which is funny because it won a 
Grammy and an Oscar one time back in the olden days. It's one of those songs that might have 
a tune and | just cannot locate it, so | can't speak to that aspect of her performance. | can say 
though that she now looks like a comic book shop in real life that likes to wield a sword on the 
weekends, and that when your teeth are that jacked up, you should not sing songs with 
orthodontic meanings or references. Because the shadow of Carly's smile is saying, "I don't 
sound that great! But | look busted!" 


Randy and Paula line up such a fucking horrible cavalcade of lies and bullshitty ass-kissing that 
it just goes around my ear and into the wall, | mean it's ridiculous how perfect they tell her she 
was, which she wasn't, and then Simon calls her on it, and it nearly makes her cry, which makes 
me feel kind of bad for her. But this is the first time I've heard her sing, really, and it was 
crappy, and he's right that it was crappy and a little creepy, if likeable. Plus, she leans back so 
that Ryan won't get her disease, and then Ryan and Paula talk about Simon's "technique" with 
the "mic," and it goes from an innocent place to a...l won't say "prurient" because | don't know 
for sure what Ryan or Paula are thinking at this moment, because who the fuck knows what 


Paula's ever thinking, so | cannot say it's prurient, but it is weird and a little off-putting, and 
Carly's just about had it, and finally Ryan kicks it to the review. 
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Kristy Lee Cook spazzing out and looking like she needs a good exorcism between the eyes; 
Joanne sending herself home; some blonde girl singing; Amanda babbling and stomping 
stupidly around like a chubby infant in her mommy's dominatrix costume and fright wig; some 
cross-eyed girl singing totally horribly; Brooke White being absolutely awesome; Alexandréa 
freaking out your mind like a spinning wheel of crazy; some blonde girl sucking the life out of 
"Groovy Kind Of Love"; dead dad; Ramiele owning everybody's ass in two-inch eyelashes; Syesha 
searching desperately for a point while looking lovely; the horrifying Shadow of Carly's Jack O' 
Lantern Smile. 


Tomorrow night, | don't know what's going on, but I know l'Il be bummed out. | can think of 
three people total that | would like to leave, and there are maybe four guys and four girls that | 
think are completely perfect, so: based on my track record, | think that Brooke's the Leslie this 
year, and that's all | can think about, except for how as Ryan says goodnight, Kady (?) and 
Alaina (?) are standing staring over each of his shoulders, and you literally would think they 
were twins, the only way you can even tell is that Kady’s still hauling around that huge old knife 
she's going to kill all of us with, which means some blonde girl is going home, but only two of 
the nineteen blonde girls is going home, so maybe Brooke's safe after all, but | doubt it. This 
show makes no bones about how much it hates you and me, as both individuals and as a 
nation. So based on the history, they'll probably shoot Brooke out of a cannon and then invent 
cloning and replace everybody with twenty Amandas and Dannys. And every week will be 
Martina McBride's Zoot Suit Riot week, until the end of time. 


LAST HIRED, FIRST FIRED 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 13 | Aired on 02.20.2008 


Season 7: Top 24 Results - Maybe there's something to that "last person in the Top 24" thing after all, as Colton and 
Joanne fall, along with the one crappy girl and the boy with the hair. 


Despite how crowded the /do/ stage is (24 people all at once never stops looking like way too 
many), I'm still fairly certain that this one hour results show will be padded out to Jesus. One of 
the surprisingly numerous reasons I'm kind of digging American Idol Rewind, which manages to 
shove the entire results show into, like, the last seven minutes. Also, have you guys seen that 
Josh Gracin guy? The carnival of bullshit around that guy, | swear to God. 


Anyway, the Top 24 have done their best to dress up like Mods in honor of the stupid damn 
‘60s theme, with Overmyer looking more like a real girl and less like Rayanne's mom on My 
So-Called Life. Carly's also working the kind of demi-beehive that really should have been left to 
Ramiele, given the Dusty Springfield thing. Or else Carly should have just sang Dusty herself 
instead of goddamn Stevie Wonder. But now who's padding things out? 


Ryan tells us how many votes there were (some number, doesn't matter) and introduces the 
judges (really doesn't matter). Ryan attempts to make another futile gesture to get the internet 
to shut the fuck up already by bringing up the SCANDALE of how so many of this year's 
contestants have experience on a stage. Unlike past off-the-turnip-truck contestants like Tamyra 
Gray, Kelly Clarkson, Bo Bice, Constantine, Taylor Hicks, Lisa Tucker, Jordin Sparks, Jennifer 
Hudson, LaToya London, Josh Gracin, Diana DeGarmo, Nadia Turner, Chris Daughtry, Blake 
Lewis, Elliott Yamin, Justin Guarini, and Melinda Doolittle, who had never even heard of a stage 
before they accidentally lined up for an American Idol audition on their way to the grocery 
store. Paula gives the two prepared answers she's supposed to, one being that everyone had to 
audition same as everyone else (true as that may be, it'll never convince the tin-foil-hatters), and 
two being that if you're at all serious about being a star in the music industry and you haven't 
attempted anything else before going on this show then you don't deserve our consideration 
anyway. She doesn't even mention the fact that we, as people who choose to watch this show, 
are maybe better off not having to watch 24 kids who don't know thing one about performing 
stand around on stage for two hours at a clip. Stupidest "controversy" yet, | swear to God. Paula 
names some more former contestants who used to have record deals including, hilariously, 
"Brandon Davis." Jacob! She's listening! 
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Anyway, Ryan and Simon lie to us for a while about reverse psychology (Simon doesn't use 
it...which | guess means he does because REVERSE PSYCHOLOGY), and then we sit through a 
Daughtry music video about the Idols' wonderful journey through hair and makeup. Oh, this is 
that commercial | saw over the weekend. Yes, with four people being kicked off the show for 
good, we're going to focus three-minutes of the show on an ad for the show you're now 
watching. In the ad, they're all standing around on a tarmac like in the "I Want It That Way" 
video (so distressed that | didn't even have to think to remember that), looking gorgeous and 
holding little Simon faces on sticks like this is maybe the strangest Pink Floyd movie yet. 
Archuleta looks more like an actual guy than he maybe ever will, Garrett looks like an alien in 
Sally Bowles's hat, Colton's hair is still an issue, Jason Castro is still unexpectedly lovely, Amy 
Davis is as forgettable as ever, and everybody gathers around for a group photo that seems to 
single out Michael Johns and only Michael Johns. 


And now, fair warning, it's time for the group sing. It's a '60s medley, because there are still a 
few songs Nigel Lythgoe obtained the rights for during this ridiculously stupid idea for a theme 
week and damned if he's not going to get his money's worth. It's the usual cavalcade of 
anti-harmony, starting with Archuleta and Garrett, and moving on through, Robbie, Jason 
Castro, and the rest. The boys are all wearing black suits, and it all looks like a Broadway 
production of Six Feet Under: The Musical. The girls are at least dressed more like idiots, so it's 
marginally more interesting. While they sing, | am shocked at just how tiny Ramiele and Asia'h 
are. And how the former looks so much like Mikalah Gordon and the latter like the "beat these 
Buffys down" girl from Bring It On. Kristy Lee looks even more anonymous than usual when her 
hair's not all Felicity, so her mini-duet with Luke is like watching air float by. Oh. This is the 
"Bend me, shake me any way you want me" song. | know this. Amanda and David Cook get to 
put their "rocker" accents in at the end, and when they all crowd around for their freeze-frame, 
Kristy Lee tugs down at her skirt to make sure she's not offending Confederate Jesus. Too many 
people! 


First elimination! It'll be a boy. After a video package, Ryan calls Garrett up to the stage 
alone...and tells him he's eliminated. Dude. That's cold, Seacrest. We've been so used to the 
systematic winnowing-down method Ryan's been partial to the last two seasons that | forgot he 
also takes the Band-Aid approach every so often. Garrett takes it like a champ, not entirely 
surprised. Danny and Jason Castro, meanwhile, are like, "Can they do that??" Ryan makes 
Garrett talk about being called a pale, ghostly hermit, and he still has that weird 
Ohio-by-way-of-Madonna's-house accent. He's incredibly gracious and nice and | still don't 100% 
get what he's all about, but I'm sure he'll be fine. Then he sings out with "Breaking Up Is Hard 
To Do," as pleasant-sounding as ever. | was thinking, yesterday, about which songs would be 
the most painfully apropos as singouts for tonight, and of the boys | figured it'd be Garrett 
singing "Don't take your love away from me," and Luke cradling his hopes and dreams in his lap 
to the sounds of the Midnight Cowboy song. Halfway there. Better luck at the Oscars, Briony! 
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Elimination #2. The girls are on the stage for this one. After last night, | predicted Amy and 
either Joanne or Kady. First a video recap that totally glosses over Carly being kind of crappy 
and Simon calling her on it -- | wish they would cut that shit out. People are already so paranoid 
about her, and the overselling makes her look like a total sham which | maintain she's not. So 
Ryan calls Kristy Lee up to the stage first, and after what happened with Garrett you can bet 
she's scared shitless right now. Of course, it won't be her. Ryan won't do that twice. Indeed, 
Kristy's safe, but Ryan then quickly tells us that Amy Davis is the one going home. Nota 
surprise. She gave what was clearly the worst performance. Paula's advice is to "paint that door 
and that knob and go for it." As true today as when it was written. Amy sings out while her 
family looks on. ...Does Amy Davis have two moms? That's kind of awesome, if so. You've raised 
a sweet girl, ladies. The whole desecrating-Connie-Francis thing notwithstanding. Ryan 
threatens a Paula Abdul performance before we go to commercial. | don't know if | am properly 
prepared for that. 


So when we get back, we're taking a break from the whole purpose of the show and are instead 
going to pimp Paula's video for her song on Randy's album. They actually show the whole video. 
Dude. Jacob should be here for this. | am completely useless to you all right now. | don't even 
want to look at it once, much less pause every few seconds and explain what's going on. Suffice 
it to say, Paula's voice sounds even less like a human and more like a computer than it ever has 
in history, there are giant red ribbons billowing everywhere like that movie Hero, Randy's 
playing guitar, the drum kit has a trash can rigged up to it...it's a parody of the new Britney 
album, right? It's got to be. A winking commentary on "Gimmie More"? | keep waiting for Paula 
to take a big gulp from a Coke glass and say "It's Bacardi, bitch!" to prove me right, but it never 
happens. | just tried to reach Jacob for an assist but he won't stop talking about Karla Bonoff. 


That's not helping me, dude! | can't deal with this. This is like every J-Lo video, plus "My Humps" 
(the Fergie and Alanis versions), and "Shake Ya Body" put together. ...Man, you never thought it 
could get worse than "Shake Ya Body," did you? What does become apparent during this video is 
that she looks exactly the same as she did in her videos back when she actually had a career. 

Which means she was probably a big drunk crazy mess when the cameras were off back then 

too. Oh, to have been a fly on the wall at that "Rush, Rush" video shoot. Anyway, the video must 
have ended at some point, but I'm quite certain | died of embarrassment before that happened. 
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Back in the studio, Ryan tries to pull a Xanadu The Musical and hold a fan up to Paula's face to 
"recreate the moment," but she is no Kerry Butler and Ryan is no Cheyenne Jackson so it doesn't 
work. The judges futz around, and Simon says Paula "represents every color in the rainbow." 
Because remember the colors? ...Oh, never mind. 


Elimination #3! Still the girls. Ryan calls Joanne and Amanda to the stage, then tells everybody 
who's still sitting on the sofa that they're safe. Well this is stupid. Obviously Amanda's not 
getting voted out the first week, so it's not like there's any suspense, despite the fact that Ryan 
kicks it to commercial in his customary style. When we come back, Amanda is safe (no kidding) 
and Joanne is going home. No surprises yet tonight. Both Randy and Simon say Joanne gave a 
performance far below her usual level, which has to sting a bit. As with most things, this 
elimination would go a whole lot better if Mo'Nique were around. So Joanne sings out while 
Ramiele bawls in the audience. Our first crier! Kady tries to compete, but she's better at 
impersonating Britney than fake crying. 


After the break, it's the final elimination of the night. One more boy. | said Garrett and Luke on 
Tuesday, but honestly this could be one of about six guys right now. Ryan calls Chikezie and 
Colton to the stage. Ryan doesn't address the couch people at all, just calls for the lights to 
dim. | bet they're both safe. ...And | would be wrong. Ryan tells Colton he's going home. | 
thought America might have a problem with gay Elvis. Speaking of which, Danny's face is 
already in a situation by the time the camera cuts to him. Colton's trying to keep it together 
onstage but that's a losing battle. The judges have a silly bicker session about whether Colton 
should bother making a go out of a singing career or not. Simon, you'll be surprised, takes the 
con position. 


Ryan calls the other three eliminates to the stage, and Garrett immediately hugs Colton. You 
guys! | strangely liked them! But if you look at the four of them: the two least suited to this 
competition and the two who were subject to that "last person into the Top 24" curse. Nothing 
too surprising. The video package details their Idol Journeys and makes me think very highly of 
all four of them. Can Mo'Nique do a show where she just says nice things about them and gives 
them prizes? I'd like that. Colton pulls it together for his singout while Ramiele and Kady figure 
since they're already crying anyway they might as well continue. Danny too. Farewell, sweet 
little Colton Berry. Find a musical threatre production with a good hairstylist. 


WITHOUT HYPE, WHERE WOULD YOU BE RIGHT NOW? 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 14 | Aired on 02.25.2008 


Season 7: Top 10 Boys Perform - The Boys take on the '70s, Simon's fashion sense, and the strange world of words and 
their meanings. Paula is intrigued. 


Simon, or as Ryan's now referring to him, "the genius brilliant amazing king of all media Simon 
Cowell," only liked three boys last week. | loved almost all of them, but it's Simon, I'm not going 
to start shit. Ryan's got that covered. Simon's only words of encouragement or advice: "Be 
better." Man, what if they were all totally awesome like last week, times some number? How fun. 
The theme: the 1970s. So I'm guessing next week will be the 1980s, which is whatever, but how 
exciting in mid-March when they start singing songs from the future? 


Michael Johns goes on and on for a million years about tennis, which is just as interesting as it 
sounds, and then goes into Fleetwood Mac's "Go Your Own Way," with that warbly shaky thin 
vibrato he sometimes sports, but heading into the chorus it's not at all as high or powerful as 
you might think from the quiet, rough beginning. Normally | would think it was a key problem, 
but his technique isn't the problem, and he's got good pitch. | think he's got the sickness, which 
causes him to bell-curve it out to either shouty/pitchy or whispery/stupidy, with just a few really 
sweet parts that hit the middle and give you the wonderful feeling you usually get when he 
sings. He looks a little pale; it's interesting, because Randy and Paula completely ignore the 
giant jigsaw puzzle piece missing from his voice, as though it's beneath comment. Simon points 
out that it was his weakest performance forever, and that it was a dumb choice of song. | 
disagree with the latter, but only because | can imagine him rocking that song a lot harder; 
Paula disagrees because she wants to fuck Michael. I'm not exactly quoting directly, but I'm not 
really making things up either. | just don't see how that makes his voice better. 


Jason Castro: Will he do the exact same thing, with the whiny thin reedy "I love you" voice, while 
playing the guitar? Because that would be just fine. His interview package uses a lot of words to 
say basically that he likes music, and smoking marijuana, and hates giving interviews. The end. 
His performance of the Bee Gee's "I Just Wanna Be Your Everything” is...well, he's consistent. If 
you like his shtick -- and against all reason, | really do -- then it's more of that. Confident, 
sincere in that broken-sounding Rob Thomas way, preternaturally aware of the cameras, and 
inoffensive while still being memorable. | do feel that he means it when he says he wants to be 
my everything, which is rare on this show that you can even pretend they know what they're 
singing about. | just like listening to him sing, which is weird on its own, but especially when, to 
look at him, he's like the male Amanda of everything | hate. Also nice: the guitar totally 
accompanies the performance rather than being shticky, like he's doing it because he's more 
comfortable doing it. No solos, no bullshit -- just another instrument of a well-practiced set. 
Even when the band drops out for a few bars and comes back in, it's not too bad. Randy tells 
him he sucks and can't sing; Paula says she wants to fuck him, but admittedly also likes the 
interesting arrangement. Simon hates him, the guitar, the silly performance, and calls it 
“uncomfortable.” | dunno, | was weirded out by the judges last week too. I think my standards 
are just really low because normally it's torturous because they're dumb kids singing dumb 
crappy songs, and now it's likeable people singing cool songs like grownups, so I'll take 
whatever I can get. 
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The delicious, non-nutritive margarine of Luke Menard is up next, talking about how much he 
loves his a cappella group. Let's make a list of things that are sexier than a cappella groups. Oh, 
that was fast! What have you got? "Everything"? I see your point. He sings "Killer Queen,” which 


is a song | liked just as much and found just as weird twenty years ago as | do today. See, | 
don't hate all Queen songs, just the ones you hear at baseball games. The song gets very 
fucking nasal at points for no good reason, but often enough that it kind of offsets his total 
hotness. My favorite thing to look at on this show is the end credits, always, and I'm not going 
to lie and say | hope he sticks around to whine beautifully for weeks on end. Randy likes it 
better this week than last, which who doesn't, and Paula reminds everybody that she fought to 
get him into the semis. Simon tells him this performance was a mistake because Queen is one 
of those weird bands with the Celine or Whitney thing where you only get compared to the 
original. He does correctly term it "theatrical" and "verging on whiny." Luke's just happy that the 
other two liked it; Ryan refers to him as "Dawson's Creek", and like, | don't even know what you 
mean by that, Ryan, but chill out. You're not doing him any favors, and/or you are preaching to 
the choir. Which choir consists, solely, of little old me. 


Robbie Carrico looks filthy and babbles at length with Ryan in the red room, then tells us his 
secret, which is that he drag-races cars. Not that he was in a boy band that opened for Britney, 
whom he dated, but that he drag-races cars. Check out tomorrow night when Carly Smithson is 
like, "What people don't know about me is that | sleep with a nightlight!" Robbie, still hawking 
his whole "rocker" thing with the chain wallet and lice and whatever, sings a tepid 
karaoke-accompanied "Hot Blooded," while roaming around the stage like somebody put 
saltpeter in his soda pop. | have the illness that they had last week and I've been running a fever 
for like three days, and this is exactly how the performance feels: like you're barely committed 
to even getting across the room to make more tea, or cry. There is no heat, there is no blood. 
There is only schmaltz. Randy tells him to quit with the "rocker" pose, because his voice is not a 
rocker voice and he clearly isn't invested in selling the attitude. Paula says that you can't be 
telling Robbie who and what he is, that only Jason can say that for sure. Which would be valid if 
Randy hadn't given qualitative reasons for saying what he said. If Randy had said, "You're not a 
rocker, dude," she would be appropriate here, but instead Randy said, "You sound stupid and 
nobody's buying it." Robbie tells Randy that rock comes from within, so shut up, and Simon 
tells him to stop being defensive. He thought the vocal was "okay," which it was, but it was 
pretty cruddy and boring anyway. 
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Oh, hell. Danny Noriega. | am too sick and tired for Danny Noriega. Plus | already said 
everything | will ever have to say about Danny Noriega, one year and two weeks ago today, and 
it's a lot of complicated stuff that has no place in a weecap, but trust me when | say | would 
rather have eighteen Sanjayas stinking up the joint than foist Danny Noriega on another 
generation of Americans, because he's like the Girls Next Door. he makes us all look bad, and 
he got sold out before he even knew the difference, and now he's a slow-motion car accident 
that is paying for everybody else's shit. What you don't know about him is that he was in a punk 
band. I'm sure. He sings "Superstar" in exactly the same hyper-affected, Amanda LePore 
fake-sentimental divalicious way he does everything, and his voice sounds as awesome as it 
always does, and | suppose in his way he is as consistent as the rest of them. | just want to sit 
him down for about half an hour and talk about the choices that we make for ourselves, versus 
the choices that we allow others to make for us. It might be surprising. Randy calls it a snoozer 
and hates his slow vibrato, but respects his chops enough to talk technical instead of just 
giving those vague statements he often gives. Paula praises his talent, and asks him to let go 
and just do it -- and awesomely, praises his choice of the Carpenters version rather than the 
R&B ones. Simon tells him it was much better this week, and tells him he looks "terrific on 
camera." Once Ryan gets onstage, Simon begs Danny to quit with the neck-swinging bullshit. 
It's nice, because the praise has by this point sunk in enough to make Danny act basically like a 
human being; he calms down for a full five seconds before spazzing out again, twitching and 
flicking his hair and pursing his lips and making those awful sex-kitten teen MySpace faces in 
all directions and doing all the shit he always does. 


David Hernandez was in gymnastics as a child. He thinks that this will be surprising for us, 
which is sort of adorably naive, and then goes on at length about it. Onstage, he's rocking the 
whole hoodie/blazer look like it's 2005 and singing "Papa Was A Rolling Stone" with that 
shimmery, sinister Shaft accompaniment that is awesome. It's a very theatrical and rehearsed 
performance, and David's voice is even stronger this week. Which is sad because between all the 
little spoken word moments -- and the fact that this song is not, so much, a song -- he never 
really goes anywhere interesting. At the end he does a whole shouty, pretty, ornamental finish 
thing, which causes Paula of course to spontaneously combust, but the first two-thirds were just 
not that interesting, and the pacing was weird. | can see that he was trying to connect the dots 
and gradually build the song, but A) he didn't, and B) his voice is so pure and strong that it kind 
of defeats the purpose. The judges totally love it and how safe and well-meant it was. Simon 
loved it the most so far, and purely vocally | don't disagree: "I like the fact that when you are 
given some criticism, rather than sulking you treat it as a challenge." Simon tells him that he's 
actually happy to have been wrong about David in the beginning, which is always nice for them 
to hear. 
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Paula explains to Ryan that the reason the music of the 1970s is so good is because of all the 
good songs that came out in the 1970s. Like, she actually explains that to him, in a very serious 
tone. 


Jason Yeager. One thing that America doesn't know about him is that he plays a lot of 
instruments, and...allegedly, something we also don't know is that he got a fourteen-year-old 
girl pregnant when he was eighteen years old. I'm not saying it's true and I have no idea, of 
course, but he is a little Date/ine around the mushmouth area of his face. | can see it. He's 
wriggly and weird right out the gate, like a snake with a human head, singing one of my 
favorites, "Long Train Running." He looks pretty nice if you can ignore the fake-ass smarmy 
smile and the back-and-forth, unending wriggling. "Without love, where would you be now?" 
Um, entering high school without the burden of motherhood, | suppose. It's boring and 
inoffensive, and his shirt is well-tailored, and he ends on a weird rain-dance kind of pose at the 
end with his head down and arms held out. Randy calls it "pitchy" and karaoke. Paula is 
befuddled not only by his performance but by his persona and his song choice: the song does 
not have a lot of notes in it, but he's one of those really good singers that deserves great 
"singer songs." Simon calls the song, particularly the "drunk" ending, "ghastly," and explains 
that he's a "quite good singer who can't perform." Ryan and Jason discuss how much he sucks, 
and Simon actually manages to piss Jason off by begging them to start playing the Oscars 
music and shut him up. Ha! But see, here's the deal with Jason: he was the opposite tonight of 
how he was last week, as requested, but in the same way that a black bunny is the opposite of a 
white bunny -- still a soft fuzzy little bunny. Or sex offender, or whatever. 


| am uneasy with Chikezie. (HA!) | thought | detected 'tude the first time we saw him, and he 
totally acted up last week, but on the other hand... The thing we don't know about Chikezie 
Eze's name is that it is Nigerian. Not French like it looks. He then, in the end of his package, 
makes the same joke | made at the top of the paragraph, but not as funny. Or at least not at all 
spontaneously. | don't know the song he's singing, but he's singing it pretty well: "I Believe To 
My Soul" by Ray Charles, covered on Donny Hathaway's album Everything Is Everything, which | 
mention just in case it's relevant, because | believe to my soul that Lauryn Hill is still crazy. Did 
you ever see /ron-Jawed Angels? That was an interesting movie. Now Chikezie is done, and he 
did a great job, which Randy loves and the crowd loves. "This is the guy that we fell in love with, 
dude," he yells, and then goes on at length. Chikezie almost rolls around with pleasure, it's 
great. Paula points out how the refrain ("know my name") applies to Simon's inability to 
remember his name. Simon also loves the cleverness here, and asks him lovingly if he hated 
"the horror show that was [Chikezie]" last week, and Chikezie says something awesome: that 


the only ugly part about his performance last week was getting rude with Simon. He then 
adorably critiques Simon's redundant wardrobe with a giant smile on his face, earning Simon's 
love and respect for ever. Well played, Eze. You managed to win both me and Simon over in 
about five seconds. 
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The desperately boring and pointless David Cook is a huge..."word nerd." He loves..."crossword 
puzzles," and..."word searches." Yeah. He's "kind of a geek" for..."vocab." Oh, it gets worse. We 
then get a montage of what some subliterate intern apparently thinks is high-powered "vocab" -- 
the possibility that these are David's own offerings of evidence is simply too depressing to be 
true -- and it's a list of such blindingly rare words and phrases as "juxtapose," "vindicating," 
"ostentatious," "homage," "culmination," "obscurity," "permeated," "optimistically pessimistic’... 
Oh, shit. These really are the words he's so proud of, aren't they? That's so gross. They should 
not have let him do this. An adult should have stopped him at the critical juncture. He tells us 
that he's "enamored" with, "like, what words mean," and that this dizzying Beautiful Mind-esque 
romance between him and the wonder of words is, "for lack of a better term," a "break from 
reality." Oh, dear. | assumed anybody who looked like that and seemed as boring as he does 
must have something in the bag, but...| guess sometimes God doesn't give with any hands 
whatsoever. That's too bad. And even worse, he isn't even singing yet! David Cook gives us "All 
Right Now" with guitar in hand and much fewer of those weird Constantine eyeball maneuvers, 
but mostly this is because his eyes are closed. Probably he is thinking about more words. 


The singing isn't bad, but I'm lying if | tell you I'm not totally distracted by bullshit that just 
happened there. What the fuck are you supposed to do with that? Knowing, as we do, that 
something like thirty million people are watching this and either going, "OMG I'm moving to 
Canada" or -- terrifyingly -- "That David Cook is one smart kid." I'm offended on behalf of 
America because putting him up there and pretending those are secret weird long special words 
is a lot like giving us all permission to be as stupid as David Cook, which means that this show 
is to blame, because the show didn't make David Cook stupid -- it's just making us stupider. 
The judges talk, but | don't know what they're saying because of the "vocab." 


Simon tells David he has no charisma because he's like this big stupid unshaven toddler-looking 
freak that can barely read, and David Cook -- because he's stupid -- goes right to the "I don't 
have to win you over, Simon" place. Unearned. And Simon tells him to suck it, because he's 
offering him an opinion that has nothing to do with being friends with David, and everything to 
do with helping David, and that apparently in addition to being the most boring person in the 
entire universe and stupid to a level not even Kristy Lee Cook could deal with, is also unable to 
read a room, and kind of a dick. Neato. "Women like smart men," Paula finishes up, and like: 
what do you do with that? Send Ryan up onstage. Ryan asks if Simon is irritated with David, and 
Simon reiterates -- and I agree -- that he doesn't fucking need some snot-nosed idiot telling him 
how the motherfucking show works, and that David can go suck a nut. Or, as David would say, 
a "testicle." 
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Last one: David Archuleta, about whom we might not know that he attended the first season 
finale and sang "I'm Not Going" to Kelly and Jim and the others, blowing their minds. | actually 
did know that, but only because it's like my whole job. David sings "Imagine" even more slowly 
and earnestly than Blake did last year, and it goes on for one thousand years, but they're one 
thousand years of kittens and rainbows and powerhouse singing and labored breathing and the 
crowd losing their fucking shit, so | mean, if you like David A., you get hit in the face with the 
sock full of adorable nickels that is David, and if you hate David A., same deal. It's not 
surprising except in comparison to everybody who is not David Archuleta, or | guess Melinda 


Doolittle, but I will tell you this: if in ten years when David experiences puberty, and has a baby 
with Melinda Doolittle, that baby will win. Whatever it is, that baby will win it. The lottery, smiles 
from passersby, The Running Man, American Idol Season A Hundred, whatever. 


Randy rightly calls it one of the best vocals ever on the show, true, that David sings with 
amazing maturity and was born to do this, true, but wonders why he didn't sing the first verse. 
The reason is that David had to pick a verse, and the third verse is his favorite. Paula, with tears 
and snot covering her entire face, threatens to pop his cute little head off and hang it from her 
rearview mirror, but is unable to continue because she's too moved to say anything but that 
he's "destined for superstardom." Simon also loves him, calling him "the one to beat," boys and 
girls included. David A. really is the total hybrid test-tube monster of the lab where they create 
people for this show. Man. 


Recapperator: Michael shouting and straining for a voice which has deserted him; Jason doing 
his bad-ass Secret Squirrel Rob Thomas; Luke lining up in front of the cannon but looking cute; 
Robbie being totally boring and lame and sucky; Danny Noriega being the kid that Kathy Griffin 
and Rosie O'Donnell and Ellen all think is a good idea, grown up and grotesque; David H. 
actually kind of being awesome; Jason getting you pregnant with an oily grin and weird 
grade-school tics; Chikezie getting kind of sexy and awesome suddenly; David Cook being -- if 
you'll pardon the "vocab" -- "repugnant," "tiresome," and "bemusing"; and David A. wreaking his 
particular brand of adorable havoc across America like a lightning-fast case of drug-resistant 
avian flu. | think it's Jason and David Cook, but | don't have a strong feeling this week. Mostly 
I'm disturbed by the young blonde girl with braces in the front row clapping and screaming 
"JASON!" under the end credits. 
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Tomorrow, join Joe R. and the ladies -- | cannot wait to see what they think we don't know about 
them! -- and l'Il see you Thursday for results. 


| BET YOU THINK THIS SONG CHOICE IS ABOUT YOU 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 15 | Aired on 02.26.2008 


Season 7: Top 20 Girls - Song selection damns at least 80% of the final ten women as Carly gets back on track, almost 
everyone else stumbles, and Amanda scares the hell out of small children. 


So, | don't want to get anybody overly concerned or anything, but last night Ryan gave the most 
dead-eyed "This...is American Ido! | have ever seen, and tonight...he's not even wearing a 
jacket. He's really taking those low ratings the Oscars got pretty hard, huh? 


So the girl half of the Top 20 gets to perform tonight -- still doing "70s classics," and I'd tell you 
about Amanda Overmyer as she files past the camera but I don't want to ruin it for later. Suffice 
it to say that I'm now having flashbacks to playing Mortal Kombat in high school. The judges 
give the guys high marks for last night, so the girls have a lot to live up to. 


Carly's up first, and her video package tells us that while we may know she owns a tattoo shop, 
but we don't know she also tends bar at an Irish pub around the corner. Yeah, we're kind of still 
at "Irish, tattoos, failed record contract" with everything we know about Carly. We see her pour 
some Guinness (of course), and she says she's a very homey person, which is borne out by a 
shot of her making a bed...at her hotel room. Couldn't have rented out an actual apartment for 
the afternoon, American Ido? That just looks cheap, in a "high school video presentation” way. 
Anyhoo, Carly performs Heart's "Crazy On You,” which can't be a huge surprise. The Wilson 
sisters continue their good-luck streak on this show, as Carly does so much better than that 
Stevie Wonder abomination last week. If there was ever an object lesson in what | always say 
about never singing Stevie Wonder songs on this show, Carly would be it. Randy, because he 
went totally, embarrassingly overboard with the praise last week, has to counterbalance by 
saying this perfectly good performance tonight was “all right," though he does hit on her 
difficulty with lower notes. Paula, who has no capacity for shame, doesn't feel the need to 
overcorrect for last week, and she gives Carly another opening to yammer on about how much 
she loves Heart. You guys? Carly loves Heart. A lot. Simon still doesn't think we've seen the best 
of Carly yet, but this was much better than last week. He thinks she'll be the girl to beat once 
she finally chooses the song that'll give her her big "moment." Hey, so it's kind of weird that 
Carly has a tattoo of Amy Winehouse on her shoulder, right? 


Syesha's next, and she tells us that we may not know that she's acted in commercials before. 
Oh, Syesha, you underestimate the investigative powers of the internet's most dogged scandal 
hounds. She then, while talking about her "acting," performs her "baby cry," and it's indeed 
frighteningly accurate. Syesha, was that you in the Aaliyah song?? Fucking ringer. So before we 
went to the break, Ryan had told us that Syesha would be singing a Billy Paul song, which 
means "Me and Mrs. Jones," and | immediately thought this would be a good test to see if 
Syesha could deliver something cool and sultry rather than just blasting out notes all over the 
place. And seriously, she sounds so much prettier this way. Though -- pet peeve alert -- she 
changes the lyrics to "Me and Mr. Jones," just so we don't start thinking she's a big lez or 
anything. It's a classic song and it's bigger than you, me, and Syesha put together. | think it can 
stand up to a female performing it without gender-appropriately tweaking the lyrics. | mean, the 
song is about having an affair with a married lady (or gentleman, in Syesha's case), and we're all 
grown up enough to know that Syesha isn't doing that, right? Like | said: pet peeve. Randy 
didn't like the performance for the very reason that | did like it: she didn't belt. LOUD! Randy 
wants LOUD! Man, | really hope Simon contradicts him, because he -- and Paula too -- essentially 
just told her to spend the rest of the season screaming her head off, and that's not going to be 
fun. Simon doesn't like it because girls shouldn't sing boys songs. Of for Pete's... Anyway, 
everybody seems to be evening out this week, with the people who got praised last week 


getting knocked down and some of the people who got slammed last week redeeming 
themselves. Back to the middle of the pack for Syesha. 
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Brooke's big surprise for us is that she went to beauty school. Brooke, let's work on what 
"surprise" means, okay? "Surprise" would be hearing that you shoplifted a Hershey bar -- ona 
dare -- at age sixteen. Or that you once danced in a 50 Cent music video. She tells us about how 
she looks at people on the street and sees the potential in their hair (oh my God, so does 
Paula!), but once she realized she might have a career in singing, she became an actual "Beauty 
School Dropout." You have to figure at least 2% of people who go to beauty school go so they 
can drop out and sing that song to their friends, right? On stage, Brooke's seated with her 
guitar, singing Carly Simon's "You're So Vain." It's a very good vocal, and Brooke sounds enough 
like Carly Simon to make it sound like a good fit for her. My problem is that that song, for me, 
is all about that half-pissed, half-condescending attitude Simon puts into it when she sings. It's 
a clever song with a great sing-along chorus, but unless you're putting that extra bit of personal 
disgust into it, you're not bringing it fully to life. But it's a fine performance nonetheless. Randy 
pats himself on the back for saying she had a "Carly Simon vibe" weeks ago, then makes the 
obligatory reference to Simon as the object of the song. Paula says it was a good fit to her voice 
and like "what [she] brought to it," which according to Paula was "familiarity." Paula liked that 
Brooke remembered all the words, is | guess what she's saying. Simon "absolutely loved" it, 
because he goes crazy for when a performer plays up to his or her image. Ryan takes the stage 
and he and Simon play tag with the whole "I bet you think this song is about you" thing, as you 
knew they would. 


After the break, Ryan and Ramiele talk about how much she was crying last week, and she 
explains that Joanne (her roommate) and Colton were part of her little "four-person crew.” She 
doesn't say who else, but I've heard it's Kady, which would explain those tears as well. I'll also 
venture a guess that Ramiele's four-person crew is going to be a one-person crew real damn 
quick. Ramiele's secret is Polynesian/hula dancing. | will venture a guess that this will go over 
with the public better than Sanjaya's hula dancing. She's singing "Don't Leave Me This Way," 
which is an odd fit, image-wise. | mean, the world could always use a teensy disco diva, but 
there were mounds of coke bigger than her at Studio 54. Randy thought it was "just okay," and 
wasn't a good choice for her. Paula goes the next step and says Ramiele's voice didn't really go 
anywhere during the song, which is a pretty accurate assessment. Good night for Paula so far. 
Simon "astonishingly" agrees with her, while also expressing how very over hearing that song -- 
a staple at every ghastly wedding he's ever been to -- he is. He still thinks she's one of the "top 
three best singers in the competition,” but this wasn't her best week. Ryan and Randy banter 
about this mythical "ghastly wedding" that Simon's been talking about for seven years now, 
making me giggle to think that somewhere in the universe there's this Brigadoon of a wedding 
that's always going on, filled with every song Simon has ever hated on this show, and dozens 
upon dozens of drunk uncles waiting to sing "Crazy Little Thing Called Love." Ramiele says she 
was concerned about singing another slow song, for fear of being called "Lullaby" rather than 
"Malubay" by certain bitchy people on the internet who write about the show. Ramiele, | totally 
wouldn't have done that! Honest! 
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Kristy Lee Cook's big secret is that she loves to do outdoorsy boy things like fish and ride 
horses and box and play softball. According to Kristy, she is the first female in recorded history 
ever to step outside the house for anything other than grocery shopping. She's a pioneer, really. 
Onstage, meanwhile, the second | hear the background singers kick off "You're No Good," | 
realize Kristy Lee is in trouble. For one, now that Amy Davis is gone, we're going to need 
someone else to pick up the "totally butchered Linda Ronstadt" mantle. For another, | still kind 


of buy into that superstition of predictive song titles, and the thought of Kristy Lee having to 
sing the words "you're no good" over and over after she's eliminated on Thursday may be too 
much for fate to pass up. It's not a terrible performance -- she's a baseline good singer and 
she's certainly put some country attitude into it -- but it's not at all inspiring, and when I think 
of Linda Ronstadt freaking out on the mic in her original version, Kristy Lee becomes so very 
pale in comparison. Plus that silvery, low-cut. long-sleeve top she's wearing makes her look like 
she's cheerleading for the Seattle Seahawks. "100% improvement," says Randy, but lacking in 
any big breakout moments. Paula loved it, too, and Simon agrees that it's way better than last 
week. He says he's having trouble "labeling her,” once again being very upfront about his desire 
to package these kids in mylar and sell them two-for-one. He thinks she sounds like an ideal 
country singer, but she hasn't sung country yet. She promises Simon, Ryan, and America that if 
she gets to come back, she'll definitely sing a country song. Don't say you haven't been warned, 
voting public. 


"Brace yourselves," Ryan warns, for Amanda Overmyer. Her big secret is that she likes to read 
books, because theme this week is for the rockers to seem bookish and the squares to seem 
cool. Except for Brooke White, who will be redefining vanilla as we know it. But back to Amanda 
and more importantly what she looks like right now. Hair combed back into this massive fright 
wig , acid-tortured chaps with what appear to be racing decals (flames! Black flames!) on them, 
jacket with giant rivets on it like she's been fighting the war for the Rhythm Nation. Even as a 
costume, none of it really hangs together. Oh, and she's singing "Carry On My Wayward Son." 
Awesome. Not planning on shedding that bar singer image any time soon, then? Except Sweet 
Jesus is she ever bad tonight. | hereby apologize to the bar singers of America because they 
could do a way better job at this. Bad, bad choice of song. The chorus is one thing, she can 
scream her way through that, but the verses are loaded with these land-mind low notes that she 
totally bottoms out on. I've liked Amanda so far, but that was awfu/. Randy, for the first time 
tonight, gets it exactly right, saying it was completely the wrong song, with a melody Amanda 
totally couldn't handle and a universe of "pitchy" in the verses. Paula attempts to lead with a 
compliment, telling Amanda she's got some good "dance" moves, which causes Amanda to roll 
her eyes and "Amanda's mom and friend" in the audience to be like, "So you're saying she 
sucked, then?" Paula then essentially tells Amanda to start singing Janis again because this 
performance blew. Simon says the whole thing felt "contrived," as opposed to her video clip, in 
which he felt she was genuine. It's that battle of genuine Amanda vs. contrived Amanda that 
gets at me too. There's always artifice when you're talking about a performer, but | don't want 
to see the effort that goes into it. The judges and Ryan then all pile on to say that Amanda was 
better than the song she chose tonight, but | don't believe that's true. Amanda did bad things to 
Kansas tonight. Bad, bleached, acid-washed things. 
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So: Alaina Whitaker. Last week, | thought she was the best of that horde of similar blonde-ish 
country girls. This week, she makes a play for that Melinda Doolittle OCD audience, as her big 
secret is that she's one of those people who can't let their food touch each other on her plate. 
Maybe she thinks that's how Melinda made it to Final 4? Alaina and | need to chat. She sings 
"Hopelessly Devoted To You" in a style that ignores everything but the big notes and hopes we'll 
all do the same. Maybe it's just that after Pushing Daisies I\'m not ready to accept another 
version of this song on network TV this year, but Alaina's not knocking me out here, and at 
times it's actively bad. Randy, continuing a theme tonight, says it was a bad choice; he didn't 
even like the big notes. Paula assessment is "Not as bad as Randy thought." Simon thought she 
came across too old and Grandma-inspired, and at 17, she should have been able to present 
herself as more "current." However, he does think she could be a "dark horse" in the 
competition if she "sorts [herself] out." 


We may not know that Alexandréa used to be the "poster child" for the Atlanta fire department, 
as her dad was a firefighter. Sang at Ground Zero and everything. On stage, she's singing 
Chicago's "If You Leave Me Now,” which has me nervous. I'm permanently nervous for 
Alexandréa because | really want her to make Top 12 and | worry she won't, but this song 
especially seems like it rides that disastrous line of being both boring and too obscure for the 
people voting for the show. Plus, again, it's a perfect crushing singout song. No, Alexandréa, 
no! She sings the song perfectly well, all dressed up in her weird fashions (cargo shorts anda 
bubble jacket?), but | fear she's gonna get creamed. So does she, apparently, because when 
Randy asks how she thought it went, she's like, "Well, it's over." Yeah. Way too safe a song, says 
Randy, though Paula says she "made it [her] own." They both love Alexandréa and want her to 
do well as much as | do, though. Simon thinks the song is way too dated (more so than these 
other '70s songs) and that Alexandréa (who he likes very much as well) is struggling right now. 
He does, however, dig her weirdo fashion, in the same way he dug Ruben's weirdo fashion: it's 
what he believes the kids are wearing today. So bottom line: everybody loves you! Do better! 


We continue to be reminded that Kady Malloy is the one who can impersonate Britney, because 
otherwise we honestly wouldn't know who she is. She says what we don't know is that she can 
also sing opera. So that's two styles of singing that aren't applicable to this show. Awesome. 
Onstage, she's singing "Magic Man." Ann Wilson, your good luck charm on this show is officially 
being put to the test. On the bright side for Kady, no one can accuse her of sounding too much 
like the original this time. Kady stays steadfastly in the middle of the road the entire time, 
delivering a performance that is neither bad nor particularly good. Both Randy and Paula say the 
verses sounded like shit, but Paula at least liked the power notes. Simon's "frustrated" because 
he thinks Kady comes across so well on the tape, but on stage she still has no idea what kind of 
singer she is. He also calls "Magic Man" a song he's never heard before and one which has no 
melody. | believe he's correct on both counts. Kady exudes her usual amount of brattiness in 
response to this, and | continue to be ambivalent, mostly because while the bratty thing is 
annoying, | think this constant "just be yourself" criticism has to be mad frustrating. She insists 
that she was just having fun with the song, and then Ryan semi-creepily asks her to thank him 
in her Britney voice. This poor girl. Some chump's going to ask her to do the Britney voice, like, 
while they're making out. And by "some chump" | mean "every single guy she ever hooks up 
with in her life." Gross. 
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Asia‘h is up last, and we would be "surprised" to learn that she was a cheerleader in high 
school. This introvert? Really? Okay, so she's singing "All By Myself," which at least should get 
the "song choice" police to back off, because there's no song more perfect for this show. | 
should also note that Asia‘h is dressed very professionally, like she's modeling for a 
day-to-night Banana Republic challenge on Project Runway. As for the song, Asia'h's great. I'm 
not sure how much I can be impressed by anyone singing this song anymore, but she's 
wonderful. She hits the big note with some power (though maybe less than I was expecting) and 
crouches into this Tina Turner kind of legs-akimbo stance that's very funny to me. Then we cut 
to the Dawg Pound, where Danny is OMG-ing like crazy and David Hernandez is weeping openly. 
Awesome. Randy praises the degree of difficulty, and he and Paula both acknowledge how she 
"brought it home" after some low-note problems. Simon totally fakes me out, saying it's one of 
the all-time biggest diva songs and you have to be great to pull it off...and Asai'h's not great 
enough to pull it off. She "just not that good a singer" (ouch!) and she overreached on the song 
choice. Asia'h takes it well enough, and Ryan takes the stage and asks Simon if he wouldn't 
have slammed her for being too unambitious if she'd chosen differently. "No," Simon says, "you 
just have to know your limits. Something you've managed to do quite in your career." OOOOH! 
Even Ryan has to smile at that one. They're getting along so well this year! That Dr. Phil couples 
counseling is working wonders! Anyway, apparently Asia‘h is the latest in a long line of 


flu-ridden contestants, and I'd be calling bullshit if every person I've ever known hadn't been 
sick at some point in the last month. Shit's going around. Everywhere. 


Rundown: Carly loving her some Heart, Syesha being (in retrospect) one of the best of the night, 
Brooke smiling her way through "You're So Vain," Ramiele bringing the house down at the 
Munchkinland Disco, Kristy Lee smirking, Amanda rasping, Alaina boring, Alexandréa being 
singing a stupid song but being awesome and VOTE FOR HER, Kady ruining Heart for Carly and 
everyone else, and Asia'h making the boys cry. 


Tomorrow: Jacob. Results. Jason Yeager, Kady Malloy, and two other people going home. 


THE YARD OF BLONDE GIRLS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 16 | Aired on 02.27.2008 


Season 7: Top 20 Results - The Top Sixteen are revealed: goodbye streaked Jason Y., bewigged Robbie, random blonde 
girl Alaina, and A-Lush. 


You know, usually when they say "shocking results,” it's like, not that shocking. And sometimes 
it's very shocking! But only in the Semifinals is it allowed to be one-quarter shocking only, and 
that's what it is tonight. Well, one-quarter plus whatever percentage of random blonde girl that 
would be shocking no matter what because who knew that particular random blonde girl even 
existed in the yard of blonde girls, which is | guess the point that one of them had to go. 


Simon and Ryan chat about Ryan's mommy Connie, doing some strange half-"moose” thing with 
one hand that he insists was a secret language all week. I'm not sure about that, because this 
show is nothing if not skeptical-making, but if it were, | bet the message would be, "Olsen 
Twins, Dave Coulier says hello. But only a little bit." 


The group sing is as follows: Michael Johns is awesome, David Cook is stupid and sings stupid 
and looks stupid, Kristy Lee Cook is still here, Carly loves shouting, Alexandréa loves shouting 
also, Amanda is still your ugly grandmother and refuses to go home, the entire universe is in 
love with David Archuleta, all the Group Sing Singers are totally and without question except for 
the as-usual creepily chipper David Archuleta not interested in singing a Group Sing Song, yes 
Brooke really is Serena van der Woodsen, random blonde girls sing and wander around and 
multiply onstage like somebody got water on their random blonde mogwai, Kristy Lee's breasts 
really do exist, Jason Castro's hair is capable of going back to looking stupid, drink Coca-Cola, 
Amanda sucks some more, the Trouble with random blonde Tribbles is that they are 
everywhere, the end. 


We'll start with the guys: we knew Chikezie's name -- get it? -- Robbie sucked and was wearing a 
sick-looking wig, David Cook is verging on the national sadness of illiteracy and also pissed 
Simon off by being a shithead but later felt bad about it, Michael continued to do a whole lot 
with a little, Luke Menard persists in existing, Jason Y. the same but not, Jason Castro was well 
on his way to becoming this year's Elliott/Clay/Bo in terms of the spooky obsession he's already 
inspiring in people by my anecdotal evidence, Danny Noriega is a big funny gay stereotype and 
we all want to infantilize-slash-go shopping with him like this is suddenly 2003 and we're back 
to the insulting bullshitty cultural glosses to the exact same level of a show called like S/ant-Eye 
For Caucasian Guy in which regular old white people are taught how to do math and play the 
violin by their Asian-American counterparts, David H. impressed Simon, David A. either inspired 
or disgusted everybody, and Robbie -- ahem -- sucked. 
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Carly's fucking safe, leaving two random blonde girls, the wigging out but safe Ramiele, and 
Syesha who is safe. Kady and Alaina join Ryan onstage like tiny blonde triplets with giant faces 
on their giant heads. Even at this moment | can't tell them apart, so when he says Kady is safe, 
I'm as shocked as they are, but if it were the other way around | would still be shocked that 
amount. Alaina totally loses her shit and tells Ryan point-blank that she is not capable of 
singing the singout, then tries to climb the admittedly short distance up to the top of Seacrest, 
and finally Kady is evicted from the stage so that Ryan can explain to her the rules of the game, 
and look deeply in her eyes, and confirm that in fact there really is no way her ass is singing 


right now. Which is kind of awesome in that it is rather raw and real, but sadly gives Paula time 
to ramble on for quite a while about nothing at all. This show is the chance of a lifetime, but 
also being tossed off this show is the chance of a lifetime. Ryan asks Alaina one more time if 
she can sing, and all of Suffragette City crowds onstage to sing along with her and hug her and 
play with her hair, but | mean, she says it's going to suck and then it sucks. Still, it's one of the 
coolest singouts ever for that reason, and it gets better as it goes on, marginally, plus she rocks 
generally, so it's still better to listen to than if, say, Robbie were up there singing. 


Hey, remember the pile of shit that was /do/ Gives Back? This year it will include Brad Pitt, Carrie 
Underwood, DAUGHTRY, Miley Fucking Cyrus, and the crazy beast that is Mariah. Fabulous. 
Luke and Robbie are summoned summarily to center stage, and for once it's kind of 
suspenseful, because they sucked in such different and amusing ways. But only one of them 
wears a dirty wig like a homeless tranny, and he's done: goodbye, Robbie. Who at this point, as 
though to sweeten the already quite sweet blow, is wearing a t-shirt with a giant skull on it, and 
a bandanna with a lot of smaller skulls on it. Motherfucker. Simon is like, "I still have no idea 
who you are, but whoever you are, give me a goddamn break." All four of them watch their 
video journey out of and back to obscurity, and it's barely touching, because this is stupid and 
they sucked. 


Well, the guys were easy to call because the guys generally are pretty awesome. But | have to 
admit I'm surprised about the ladies, because they were actually two of my favorite ladies out of 
the bunch, in that | recognized their names and the songs that they have sung -- and the lunatic 
clothing, in Alexandréa's case -- even if | didn't recognize their faces. And | mean that literally: | 
could not match their names to their faces if you offered me five bucks a girl. Which | guess is 
why we're saying goodbye to them. Robbie sings his shitty awful stupid "Hot Blooded" again, 
but guess what? We're done. 
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Join us next week for the '80s, the final Semifinal round, your Top Twelve crazy-making Idols, 
and what's sure to be a massive fashion car accident for everybody. 


VOTE FOR LUKE! BEFORE HE GO-GO! 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 17 | Aired on 03.03.2008 


Season 7: Top 16 Boys - ...Sadly, Luke ensures that he will go-go, while everybody else softly and reverently beholds the 
power of cheese. 


Ryan bops only the elderly Australian shoulder of Michael as he ignores the rest of the boys on 
his way down the stair. Randy is wearing an airbrushed shirt that looks like Kimora Lee 
Simmons barfed on it, Paula has mom hair, and Simon is wearing light grey. Ryan asks each of 
the boys about their most embarrassing moments. Besides being on that show American Idol, | 
guess. 


Luke! Menard's moment is the time his sister dressed him up like a ballerina and took pictures 
of it, which we see. God, that's embarrassing. You'd really have to question your masculinity 
twenty years later if something like that happened to you -- perhaps by wearing, as Luke! is in 
the video, olive drab military clothes whenever you discuss it. Probably you would go way too 
far in overcompensating for that moment by like never talking about it and only singing the 
most macho songs you can think of. Probably that's what you would do, if that was your most 
embarrassing moment. 


Especially if the one criticism that you've gotten every week, Luke!, is that you are an 
insubstantial girlyman whose preternatural prettiness is like this Gorgon that gives all dudes 
who look at you gay panic. Probably, if the sum total of things that the public knows about you 
are that you are pretty to an uncomfortable degree, can't sing as such, and that we've seen you 
in a tutu and barrettes, you'd head over to the rocker side of the fence at least once before you 
go-go. Because if not, well, you'll have let us down, and we will have to give you up. Even if, as 
you say, you would really, really love to stick around. 


So: "Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go,” by Wham! The gayest song in the universe by the gayest 
band in the universe. Choose Life, Luke! But he doesn't choose Life. | think he's one of those 
dudes who is so whatever about that stuff, and so generally cheesy about everything, that, 
like...whatevs. There is no way that this will not be excruciating, so unless you're going to 
fast-forward past it, like, you are getting what you asked for. Giant smiles, thin awful voice, 
wonky bullshitty phrasing, an inability to "hit that high" just at the moment that he is declaring 
his desire to "hit" said "high," TWICE. Twice, that happens. Sad and gormless and dickless and 
silly and weak and very pretty to look at. But it's Luke! Menard: you knew what was going to 
happen before it happened. 


Randy knows that Luke! sucks and explains how and when and where he sucked. Paula: notes 
that the song choice was horrible, says she once choreographed a George Michael tour, thinks 
Luke! is hot, and babbles until Simon tells her to shut up. Simon hated it, calls it "weak" and 
"girly," and gives him not a chance to win, much less make it through this week. Paula disagrees 
for no reason; Luke! tells Ryan that he chose the awful song because it's fun. Because that's 
what Luke! thinks of as fun. Which | don't doubt. He is a nice boy, a kind boy, a future husband 
of a boy, but one thing Luke! doesn't have is: any idea at all. Picture Luke at a wedding 
reception or whatever, and they start playing "YMCA." You and I both know that beautiful face 
lights up like Christmas, and that's...all there is to Luke! Menard. Do I like him? Yes. If he were 
my cousin, he would be my very favorite cousin. But sadly, this is not America's Next Top 
Cousin. 
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Up next, Ryan says: "David Archuleta taking on Phil Collins...live!" If only he meant a fistfight. 
David Archuleta's most embarrassing moment is the time that he bought these really cute jeans 
and wore them for a week before somebody told him they were girl jeans! And then he was like, 
"Fuck." No. David Archuleta's most embarrassing moment is the time he was petting a kitten on 
his local morning news, and it peed! And then he choked it to death, on live TV. No. David 
Archuleta one time went to his drug dealer's place to score and the guy was real high and made 
him stay around for like two hours watching St. Elmo's Fire and he totally missed Scout 
Jamboree! Nope, actually it was this: he was supposed to sing at this fundraiser, because he's 
actually already totally famous because he's so awesome, and he sang this song in Spanish but 
lost his voice in the middle of the song, and then his mom ran up onstage and finished the 
song for him. Which, yes, is embarrassing in all ways simultaneously. 


Also embarrassing: taking all that sincerity for another spin on "Another Day In Paradise," by 
Phil Collins. The most obnoxiously self-satisfied, fake-sentimental bullshitty song ever written. | 
mean, you read the /do/ Gives Back stuff, you know how | feel about this. It's like a magnetized 
yellow ribbon sticker: the least you can do. The /iteral, technical, absolute least you can do, is 
listen to this song, shed a fucking tear for the plight of the homeless, and then go vote on your 
cellphone. He starts on the effin’ piano, okay, and then moves to the mic for the big show, and 
it's so perfectly planned out and bullshitty that it makes you want to kill your TV. However, on 
the other hand, | love David Archuleta precisely because of this shit. David Archuleta is twice as 
punk rock as Sanjaya, because not even David Archuleta knows what a fucking bullshit 
masterpiece he is. 


Is he for fuckin’ real? For every Blake/Amanda/Bo/Nadia that is too good for this, for every 
Gracie Lou Freebush who wants harsher punishment for parole violators, there is at least one 
truly demented individual who actually gets down on his knees every night and prays for world 
peace. Do you know what | mean? There's a Carrie/Melinda/Pickler that just takes it that fucking 
far. And | love that so much. The only thing | respect more than Simon Cowell's truly cynical 
approach to the universe is something like this, where it works out to the same way, but the 
person is so very mental and naive and boring and sweet that they're not even doing it on 
purpose. It's like the awesomeness of Tyra Banks: she's not a genius because she gives people 
what they want, she's a genius because she gives people what she wants, which just happens to 
be a cross-section of what people want, by virtue of the fact that she is shallow and pointless. 
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So I think that David A. is being manipulative up to the point where he knows what he would 
vote for, and it's shit like this, so that's what he sings. And the fact that he is right about 
America is sucky for America, but great for him -- and so, so great for you and me, because 
what a fucking circus. 


Is his voice amazing? Yes. | could listen to him sing literally anything, no matter how fucking 
horrible, and he just demonstrated that fact, on TV. But that's not the main awesome thing 
about David A. The main awesome thing about David A. is that he himself is fooled by David A., 
like some kind of freaking Phil Dick story where it turns out that David is actually Simon Cowell 
in a David costume or something. Randy calls it "like watching one of your concerts,” and refers 
to David's "vocal prowness," which is not a word. Paula loved the notes that were off, because it 
proved to Paula that he is not a hologram, and says his imperfections show that he is perfect. 
Simon says it was less good than last week, says he should have stayed at the piano, says to 
stop being gloomy, explains that "Imagine" is kind of a bummer song, and tells him he's Final 
Two material. Ryan says the bummer thing is a sign of Simon's intimacy issues, apropos of 
nothing, and then gets really freaked out when David heads into an unplanned speech about 


how the plight of the homeless is like, so sad. Barf me out to the end of the block, yes, but also: 
keep doing what you're doing, kid. David Archuleta is the Sanjaya of feelings. 


Danny Noriega will be singing "Tainted Love," by Soft Cell via the Pussycat Dolls. Daddy needs a 
beer. 


Okay, I'm back. Denise Richards is in the audience, looking beautiful and awesome as always. 
She's the Sanjaya of boobs and | love her so, so much. Danny Noriega fell down in front of "one 
of his crushes” and blushed like "a cute little tomato," and the whole situation was "TMTH." You 
know what's Too Much Too Handle? The myriad ways in which we have failed Danny Noriega. If | 
think about him for too long l'Il start crying like a cute little tomato getting run over by a cute 
little Mack truck, but I'm sorry: when even your casual phrasing betrays this complete 
abdication from responsibility for yourself? When you have so completely crossed yourself off 
the list of people to check in with that you actually describe yourself in terms of third-party 
perception? It's so fucking infantilized and gross. Nobody ever did anything "like a cute little 
tomato" without hearing somebody's voice in their head describing them as a "cute little" 
whatever. How about instead of blushing "like a cute little tomato" you fucking stand by your 
convictions and sexuality and stop apologizing for it? Your sex life is not a motherfucking 
cartoon, and believing people when they tell you that it is will get you killed. 
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The performance itself is gross. Grotesque, actually, but in a way that I can't even blame him 
for. | mean, his ass is committed to the performance, and that's nice. Taken on its merits, it's 
one of his best performances to date, and he's a solid competitor in a lot of ways so that's a 
great thing. | can't imagine being in that room but if | were I think | would totally love it. My 
problem with Danny is not the unique persona he's chosen, but the fact that it's completely 
unoriginal. Every high school has ten of him, and now every reality show has at least one of 
him, and | can't figure who is served by this. | spent all day painstakingly watching every Chris 
Crocker video because | was thinking about what it was like growing up and that probably this 
is what crazy looks like to a gay kid in the aughts. | know very well what crazy looks like to a 
gay kid in the '90s, but in the ‘00s | have no idea. | do know that | knew kids like Danny in high 
school and | didn't approve, but in the same way that | didn't approve of anybody who took the 
easy way out that way, boys or girls, jocks or queers, and | still don't, but that's me being a 
judgmental prick and doesn't say a lot about them. I'm not making a big deal out of Danny 
because I'm taking it personally, I'm making a big deal out of Danny because | know what I'm 
talking about, and it's stuff most people don't feel empowered to talk about, because nobody 
knows where the line is. "Stop acting like a fucking queen" means two very different things 
depending on whose mouth it's coming out of. 


When you're a teenager, you feel like a monster, very unique and very uncomfortable and very 
out of tune with the world. What nobody tells you is that everybody else feels the exact same 
way. So you start looking for ways to make people happy, to shave off your rough edges and 
mold yourself to an acceptable way of thinking: to balance the part of you that is a monster 
with the compromises you are willing to make. And what I can't fucking abide is this idea that 
some dumb kid is going to see Danny on the screen -- Danny whose choices were taken away 
before he knew he had choices -- and realize that this is a way to get approval, attention, and 
acceptance. Taking the Danny route means putting all the scary things about gay people and 
stuffing them into a tiny little asterisk, while magnifying all the childish, feminine, negligible 
things -- all the things that put you in the category of not mattering -- and expanding them so 
that they cover your whole personality, with just a tiny little asterisk of things that we can, as a 
culture, forgive. As long as we don't have to see them, think about them, or otherwise confront 
them in a way which isn't hilariously powerless. 
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Anyway, Randy loves it, because Danny's a pocket gay, and wanted him to take it further 
frankly; Paula rightly loves his vocals, but grossly loves his weird OTT gayness; Simon points 
out that the purple stripes in his hair have nothing to do with the "absolutely useless" 
monstrosity of his performance, earning himself a half-moose. The thing is, Danny is awesome 
and smart and funny and cool, which makes the whole thing worse and not better, because he's 
"brave," but about the approved list of things -- when in fact his humor and mindset are more 
perverse and hilarious than probably anybody ever on this show. 


Ryan is all, "I didn't even notice those [purple streaks] until now..." and Danny, without blinking, 
goes, "Mmm-hmm," with the arch look. Seacrest's measured eyebrowing of the camera tells me 
this isn't exactly improv, but mostly it's just: maybe there's a point to putting yourself in this 
position, as well. Maybe Danny's the Marilyn Monroe of the show and knows that fulfilling an 
archetype this insanely well is actually a power play. | can see that, actually. | just don't like 
what it does to everybody else -- also, now that | think of it, a problem with people like Marilyn, 
who excel at putting on the face like that. Nobody else could ever imply that Ryan was a homo 
with so little blowback and that's something. But on the other hand, is it worth making your 
own opinion so worthless that you're allowed to have true opinions about anything? Somebody 
on the forums called Danny the Court Jester at the coronation of David Archuleta, and really, 
that's true to like a Shakespearian degree. Here's hoping he uses it; his gayness is the least 
interesting thing about him, and the loudest. 


On the other hand, there's David Hernandez, whose most embarrassing thing is 

apparently not his total gayness and stripper past, but: Hmm. | hit "pause" to find out what it 
was, and found out that it included the word "booger," so | guess I'll never know what his secret 
thing was. | really have no feelings or interest about this kid, actually. I've spent weeks trying to 
form an opinion about him, but | just cannot. He has a good voice, a blandly good body, a 
completely forgettable face and personality, and a squatty performance ethic with weird 
pronunciations. | would hesitate to call them "diva-like," now that the gay stripper thing has 
come out, but that's what I've been thinking all along. "It's All Coming Back To Me Now," by the 
Meatloaf Pandora Celine Collective, is not an interesting song. It's a VHI Divas kind of song, 
which never interests me, and he does it in his usual bombastic Clay-like manner. But sadly, we 
already have our Clay for the year, and it's the new Elliott: Jason Castro. Sorry, but David? You're 
so five years ago. 
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Randy and Paula are as boring as he is, and Simon points out that America is easy and that by 
singing a drippingly stupid overwrought song in a dripping overwrought manner, he is into the 
Finals. David shouts at Randy about how awesome his shoes are -- they're not awesome, they're 
stupid -- and then more boring talking. | don't even know. When you bore me like this, and then 
babble like that, | just have to admit that you're managed to bore me more than Celine Dion, 
which thing I used to think was impossible. Why won't anybody ever sing that "offer your throat 
to the wolf with the red roses" song? That's like the most interesting, fucked up song I've ever 
heard. 


While the crew is "working on a guitar," per Ryan, he interviews Michael Johns, whose seal of 
approval he desperately needs for some reason. Michael tells us about dressing up as "Boomer 
the Roo" for a rugby match, and getting beat up for being a mascot or something. Translation: 
"I am Australian and we do this kind of thing on the regular." Which isn't embarrassing if you 
just own up. 


Oh dear. Imagine Michael Hutchence singing "Don't You (Forget About Me)," by Simple Minds, 
two keys too low. Most every note is wrong for voice, and the transpositions and changes he 
makes, while inventive and smart for his voice, keep the song in a painful range just under like 
two octaves, which is like having every word screamed at you in the same four notes, while the 
band is working overtime with the shimmering background sound. It's like Flatland or in A 
Wrinkle In Time when they go to the two-dimensional world and can't breathe. You expect him 
to go up, or down, but he just stays on the same level playing field, boring you to death, and 
you realize there was nowhere for him to go, because you got confused about dimensions 
again. 


Also confused: Randy, who goes on at length about how this is such a homecoming song for 
Michael, who is after all from Australia, much like the Scottish band Simple Minds. Paula praises 
his strong "low range” and says that this season "all" the boys are "unique and different,” and 
that Michael is "no exception." Which the David Cook Word Nerd in me enjoys, because mostly | 
like Simon calling him a big old girl, because like the Ladies this season, he's really talented and 
yet apparently cannot demonstrate this fact. Word. Word, Simon. He's such a wannabe and 
lame-o like Ronnie, and it's so sad because he is actually awesome. Michael talks about The 
Breakfast Club and then Paula makes zero sense about the day she leaves the planet. It's Paula, 
I'm not fucking rewinding. Ryan points out again that David Cook has fucked up everybody's life 
by demanding a whole setup for whatever bullshit he's about to perpetrate, which is why 
Michael's whole segment was so weird because they had to fill time to set up. Well, good. 
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David Cook is wearing an old-man hat in his package, because that's just as cool as having 
interesting hair, and because of Super Tuesday or whatever holiday this is, we Texans miss part 
of his embarrassing moment. | bet it has to do with this one time he was stupid and in 
pretending not to be stupid actually looked even stupider. How should | know? | was caucusing. 
He starts his performance with a guitar. And you know what, David is not a simple thing to me. 
It was easy to go off on the crossword thing last week because it was embarrassing and ugly to 
watch, as an American, and it's easy to make fun of him for looking like a grumpy infant with a 
full diaper, because he does. But | don't hate his voice, and in another life | could see that he is 
a very attractive human being, in a very Austin way, and that in his or my native environment, | 
would probably give him a lot more leeway. But then he does shit like this. Unconscionable! 


Because what he's doing, my dear, is singing "Hello," by Lionel Ritchie, in an ironic rock-emo 
way. Which is funny and interesting -- | do love mashups; just the other day | sang "Genie In A 
Bottle" to the karaoke tune of "Back In Black," and it was like the coolest thing I've ever done 
after drinking an entire bottle of tequila and dressing up like Avril Lavigne and being dragged 
to a karaoke bar. I'm like so totally into irony. And yet. Is it good? 


Fuck yeah it's good. Spare electric guitar in the first verse, that impeccable Daughtry sound in 
his voice, the bump into the break with the lights going wild, clever guitar, key changes at 
smart times, the ending before its time. It's memorable and stupid, but it's also nice to hear in 
your earhole. | don't think he made this idea up, | heard that Incubus covered it and whatever, 
I'm not spending the time to listen up because | know this song and | know Incubus and | think | 
know what they would do here. It's not a hugely original concept out on the Blake edge of what 
this show considers music, because that song is up there with "I Just Called" in terms of how 
throwaway bullshitty it is. So all of those things are givens and we're left with the question, 
"Would you listen to this over something else." And my answer is, "Yes, probably." So no, | will 
not do crossword puzzles with David Cook, but I sure will be downloading this song and 
listening to it again, because it is fun. It's pabulum because it was already pabulum, but | love 
the Ronettes and the Crystals and the Supremes and I'm smart enough to know the difference 


between pabulum with a little cayenne or ginger, and pabulum without. I'm proud of his stupid 
ass. 
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Randy calls it a "slightly emo" version of an "extremely pop" song, and says it could be a single. 
| can't disagree. But then, | have a playlist that consists only of covers of "Umbrella" which 
usually lasts me about the length of a recap, so my concepts of "single" and "emo" are a little 
skewed. Also, Randy could not put together a cogent definition of the word "emo" if his life 
literally depended on it. Paula totally loved it, as she always does, because she knows he's 
surprising and talented. She agrees that it could and should be a hit today, which means I'm 
two for two, which hurts. Simon calls it "very brave" and says he "loved it." Thank God Simon 
agrees with me or my heart would break like a cute little clay bust made by a blind girl. Who | 
am stalking. 


Ryan then takes away from Simon's star-spotting, silly story about running into Lionel in the 
Whole Foods or something, that Simon possibly engaged in gay sexual intercourse with Lionel 
Ritchie. Which is kind of like turning into Danny Noriega right before our eyes, thinking you can 
go there. Jason Castro, that lovable little fucker, tells us a story about how he was on a date and 
actually pulled out a dreadlock with his bare hand, but they did go out again. 


Jason sings his broken-note Rob Thomas/Jack Johnson-sounding version of “Hallelujah,” by L. 
Cohen via Jeff Buckley. And as usual, he seems to have no idea what he's actually singing, or 
where it came from...and then to fucking rock it on the merits. Voicing and phrasing are 100%, 
but the visual is too sweetie-pie for its own good, with a lot of fist-pumping and Jesus Eyeballs, 
but mostly, he's awesome and the song is awesome, but that adds up to just pretty great. | love 
how he eschewed the guitar this week by having one of the band guys play the guitar instead, 
that's genius. Not his best performance, and oversold kind of grossly, but he chose the right 
cover version to sing, and he did the bitch up, so that's good. Simon loves the Buckley version, 
as do Paula and Randy (the latter in a prickly way), but Simon loves how Archuleta the whole 
thing was. He says he's getting better every week, with which | agree, but only on a technical 
level. | am less entranced week by week, because he talks like a duck and smokes pot like a 
duck and plays hackeysack like a motherfucking duck, and yet...is totally the best thing in the 
universe. 


His personality is getting less and less attractive as it goes, and | think this is going to be an 
issue moving forward. | remember how good Scott Savol was at mimicking boyband voices, and 
Jason is the same way with pothead voices. And | remember that Scott's awful personality 
eventually came through and freaked everybody out, and | remember that everybody's grandma 
loved Scott Savol. And the only difference I'm seeing so far -- besides the fact that | totally adore 
Jason -- is that the grandmas were more about giving Scott's retarded ass a cookie or a hug. Yet 
what I'm seeing with the grandmas this year is that they want to, part and parcel, fuck the hell 
out of Jason Castro, which is very Elliott and very -- explain please? -- Clay Aiken. We didn't have 
a Clay/Elliott last year -- Blake came close in terms of the poetic nonsense he inspired, but it 
wasn't cougar-centric in the way I'm talking about -- but | am telling you, [iJAI[/i] betting pool 
people, that Jason Castro is in it for the long haul. In the past two weeks I have been privileged 
to read more five-page creative writing essays about the magic in that boy's motherfucking soul 
than | ever thought possible. He's a power player, just trust me. 
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Jacuzzi's moment has to do with using the women's restroom for weeks, accidentally. No thank 
you. "All The (Wo)Man That | Need,” Whitney of course, is his choice of song. It's obvious why 


he's in the last spot of the night -- it's the most dramatic, low-light crazy song of the night -- but 
honestly, this should have been switched with Michael this week. It's anticlimactic in a serious 
way, and as meh as I was on Michael's whole deal, Chikezie would have been better in more of a 
context. Randy liked it in a nondescript way, Paula was disappointed by how boringly good it 
was, and Simon and Chikezie get into some kind of bullshitty Encyclopedia Brown nonsense 
about which boring diva it is that owned the song. Simon's point -- that it's a Whitney song and 
you can't go there -- has nothing to do with Chikezie's point, which is that technically she didn't 
write the song or some shit. Which, this is always the problem | have with Chikezie, is that he 
tries to argue his way out of criticism, which is not how criticism works. Unless Chikezie is 
willing to send a handwritten note to every person in America who thinks of this as a Whitney 
song -- which is fucking everybody on Earth except two nerds who can't stop themselves from 
correcting everybody else -- then his point is moot, and anyway, what's the point of arguing 
with Simon? Way classier to just nod your head even if you think he's wrong, because guess 
what? He's not. It's your job to figure out what he's saying, and why it's true. 


Simon Cowell speaks with the authority of dollars. It is not in Simon's interest to tell us that we 
are better, on the mean, than we are. When Simon says "people" will think something or 
"people" will assume something, he's not making a judgment on you or me, he's making an 
aggregate statement of fact. "People" means a specific self-identified group of people whose 
money talks. If you're reading this? You are not "people." He is not talking shit about you as an 
American, for example, if he says "people" will be confused by the fact that you're singing a 
classically Whitney song. He's not even really talking shit, he's just saying: "There are people 
who will be confused by the fact that you're singing a classically Whitney [or thus classically 
female] song. And those are the people that -- sorry, internet -- matter." There's no judgment in 
it: not for the singer, not for the song, not for the audience and not for us, here, talking now. 
There's a difference between thinking and feeling, and it really seems to trip us up when it 
comes to Simon. Simon doesn't care about truth or souls or spirits or the nature of our innate 
talent. 
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The music industry, and thus Simon's version of American Idol, does not follow The Harry Potter 
Model of Imaginary Folk Tales, in which a person's innate wonderfulness or secret gift is what 
gets them famous. Simon has never once uttered a qualitative opinion in the history of the 
show: he talks about quantitative facts, his opinion about marketing and salability. If you want 
to be famous and make lots of money, ask Simon. If you want to feel special and like the only 
magical girl in the world that can talk to dragons and unicorns, by all means talk to Paula. But 
only one of them is going to tell you which rough edges to rub off in order to make boatloads 
of cash. If you're attempting this show -- or watching it -- in the hopes of playing out the Paula 
narrative ("some people wait a lifetime for a moment like this"), the show is going to do its best 
to sell you that vision: FANT ASIA will come back and perform, the hideous undead shade of 
Clay Aiken will stay a virgin forever, Elliott's melting teeth will get veneers and we'll all live 
happy ever after. The show needs you to believe the Paula narrative, because it's the reason we 
watch: we all secretly know that if Simon, Paula, and Randy were sitting in our bathrooms and 
heard us singing in the shower, they'd start spontaneously crying and give us a check. However, 
the show is duty bound by physics and the supply/demand curve to simultaneously follow the 
Simon narrative, which is: lose some weight, cut that hair, sing your heart out, walk the line 
between total cliché and total rebellion, be good enough but not too good, that you land in the 
middle group, where all the money is. 


It's Super Tuesday all over again. Simon says the real world is full of hard choices and corporate 
imperatives: our duty is to stay fast to the straight, hard line of reality, even if it costs us, 

because victory depends on truth and not hope. Paula says the entire point of dreams is making 
them come true; that the real world results inexorably from the choices that we make, and that 


by positing unlimited potential, we can get better and better every second of every day. 
Experience and change, change and experience. But what the show demands is not a smart 
median between those two narratives, but an impossible cataclysmic simultaneity of both; the 
journey from auditions to Chair to Semis to Finals to crowning is just a competition to see who 
can best embody both narratives simultaneously. Every elimination and every weird moment is 
an expression of the tension between those two stories, and no less for the viewing audience, 
who is asked to constantly shuttle between those two viewpoints. Are we voting for Jason or 
David A. because they're implicitly, Harry Potter-ishly special? Or are we voting for the various 
Simon favorites because Simon's right, and they're what sells? And who do we fight with when 
we can't resolve those opposites except each other? When the whole show comes down to Tyra 
Banks endlessly eating her own tail and being eaten, consumer-as-consumer-as-consumer, | 
don't know that we can really blame ourselves for the resulting craziness. It's too much 
responsibility at once, but it's also addictively no responsibility at all -- total power as a voter 
and fan, zero power as a consumer of product; having those competing visions sold and told to 
us again and again every single week -- which is why it's the biggest show on TV and probably 
always will be. Luckily, this is just entertainment, and not politics, so either way we win. 
Because what a fucking circus. 
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Technical Best of the night: The perennial and completely pandering Jason and David A. | want 
beyond all reason to pan them, because | really did think Blake signaled a new era in this show, 
but | can't criticize their compelling performances, even with all those handicaps attached. 


Actual Best of the night: Danny and David Cook were both weirdly wonderful, and 
mesmerizing -- if hard to physically stomach -- and I hope that they are justly rewarded. They -- 
along with Amanda -- are the true heirs of the more original path chopped out of this show by 
Nadia and Blake, and I couldn't be more impressed or ambivalent as a result. 


Should Go: David H., Michael, and Chikezie, just for being boring and exhausted, and thus 
exhausting. Mild-to-terrific performances, sure, and all about this show, in a negative way, but 
it's not good enough: they aren't what this season is about. And Luke, for finally proving to 
even my thick ass what Josh Gracin and Matt Metzger could not. 


Will Go: Luke, plus either Danny or Chikezie, although again, I'd rather see David H. or Michael 
gone, but that's mostly down to me hating this show and all it symbolizes or whatever. See you 
Thursday for the results, and let's all join Joe R. tomorrow for the Ladies! | dunno about you, 
but | personally cannot wait to see what Brooke and Ramiele do. 


THE JOY OF REDISCOVERING YOU 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 18 | Aired on 03.04.2008 


Season 7: Top 16 Girls - The final 8 girls pick better ‘80s songs than the boys did but don't all perform them as well. Kady 
and Kristy Lee continue to struggle to make an impression. The judges struggle to keep their hands to themselves. 


The girls are lined up on the staircase to start, and Asia‘h is first, so | guess it's in order of 
height? Wait, where's Ramiele? Anyway, this is the last chance for the girls to perform before we 
see who gets to go to finals and have to put up with all the strippers and dope smokers and 
teenaged shoo-ins we saw last night. Ryan accuses Randy Jackson of being "too nice" this 
season, and since nobody decides to make a good/evil joke about the goatee, | won't either. I've 
managed to pause the DVR while we're on a shot of the Dawg Pound and four of the eight guys 
(all three Davids, plus Castro) are wearing scarves. This is becoming a serious problem that we 
all need to band together and face as a nation. We lost the battle against Uggs, we cannot 
afford to let the indoor scarves win as well. 


Paula's dumb-ass advice to the girls is to pick one of the great songs that the '80s has to offer, 
once again failing to mention the ridiculously constricted list of approved songs that the 
contestants have to choose from. I'm not saying that excuses poor song choices -- Lord knows 
there had to have been better options than "Another Day In Paradise" and that Wham! Song last 
night -- but it's just one more reason these themed semi-finals are sucking ass. She then crazies 
a bit about how she wishes the girls had dressed up like asshole in bad '80s fashions before 
Ryan shuts her up and gets to business. 


Asia‘h's up first, and we're still on "Most Embarassing Moments." Hers has something to do with 
a collision at a roller disco. Would that all of our most embarrassing moments could occur 
someplace as glamorous as a roller disco rather than in our high school auditoriums. On stage, 
she bounces her way around Whitney's "I Wanna Dance With Somebody." Isn't this one of those 
cursed songs that people keep getting eliminated on? Anyway, I'm not sure if it's the song or 
the violet-on-lavender wardrobe (Paula! Here's one!) or the fact that she's teeny-tiny, but this is 
very Kids, Incorporated, right here. It's probably the song, because Asia‘h can still bring it with 
the voice. She still sounds kind of hoarse on the big notes, but it's kind of charming. Anyway, 
the judges pretend like this song is some untouchable big-voicer Whitney song when it's really 
just disposable fluff (more disposable than regular Whitney? Yes), but Randy thinks it was hot 
and Paula says she nailed it. Simon says it was "second-rate Whitney," which Asia‘h 
enthusiastically says she'll take. She's clearly frustrated by two straight weeks of Simon's 
disapproval, but he concedes that it was enough to get her into finals. 
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After the break, Kady's on the cola couches with Ryan. They rehash last week's totally insane 
and fantastic elimination of Alaina and confirm that, yes, Kady definitely thought she was going 
home. She refuses to credit the magical Heart good luck charm, which is kind of unclassy of her 
and makes me hope Ann Wilson shows up at her house one night and shrieks in her ear. She 
says she's got something to prove tonight, but she's still talking like a zombie, so | don't trust 
it. At this point we're just treading water to see if she'll flip Simon the bird after he pans her. 
Kady's most embarrassing moment involved her sucking at a talent show. Hmm. On stage, we 
see she's chosen Queen's "Who Wants To Live Forever." It's probably the least crappy she's been 
in the last three weeks, but it's nothing like the freakout insanity of Katharine McPhee's 
performance of this same song two years ago. God, that week was fantastic. Randy goes easy 
on her, mildly praising the weirdo song choice and complimenting her high notes. Paula says it 
was her best performance yet (true) but says the low notes were better than the high notes. 


Simon says the singing was fine but notes the issue of her "massive lack of personality." Wow. 
WOW. But...yeah. But WOW. Can "Ask Me About My Massive Lack Of Personality" be the next 
Glarkware shirt? Please? That's the harshest thing | have ever heard. He calls her a robot when 
she sings, particularly on these sad songs. "It's a sad song, Simon," Kady baby-talks. Jesus. He 
says she "may be" in trouble, and | should hope so. She would make an absolutely terrible Haley 
Scarnato. Anyway. Ryan knows how his bread gets buttered so he tries to strike up further 
conversation (argument) between Kady and Simon on this whole massive-lack-of-personality 
issue, but Simon's like, "I've made the point, Ryan. Understand it." The crowd "OOOH'"s and Ryan 
kind of Jack Bennys to the camera that it's going to be a long night. Okay...this is going to be 
difficult for me to do, but I'm going to give props to Seacrest for -- SO FAR -- avoiding the snitty 
arguments with Simon that had become his hallmark in semifinals. He's keeping the show 
moving without getting bogged down in his and Simon's bullshit, so...good job, Ryan. 


Amanda's most embarrassing moment is the time she accidentally burned down her deck and 
pool after grilling out back, which | guess fits her image because she's destructive and 
dangerous and...really enjoys a s'more now and then? She's singing Joan Jett's "| Hate Myself For 
Loving You." Much as | hated that Kansas performance last week, | am sad to report that 
Amanda's loss of confidence after her judging last week has carried over into this week. There's 
no fire in her eyes anymore. The swagger only goes skin deep. | know some people don't have 
any use for Amanda at all, but even for those of us who do, a broken-down Amanda is no good 
to anyone. She soldiers on through the verses and falls back on the backup singers at the 
chorus, but | honestly think she's checked out. She finally looks her age now, as sad as that is 
to say. This overmatched, unconfident, scared girl definitely looks like she's 23 now. Randy, 
because he's an idiot, is all, "Amanda's back!" Paula continues obsessing on Amanda's hair and 
makeup, praising her for stripping herself down this week (indeed, she looks absolutely 
gorgeous now that she's not so painted up) and says she's found her "niche." Because she'd 
been so preoccupied with disco and Celine Dion previous to this week? Simon...if he's being 
honest...thought it was...fantastic. Go figure. He says it was the perfect song choice, perfect 
whatever, and then he goads her into smiling, because if there's anything a whiskey-voiced bar 
singer needs to do to perfect her image it's to smile a lot. For as much as Simon knows about 
how to package a product (and he does), | don't think he knows thing one about how to 
package Amanda. 
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Carly's embarrassing story involves getting her leg stuck on/in/around/under the bar where she 
works, needing to have her leg greased up with butter to get it free. Hmm. I'm not sure that's 
the 100% correct truth right there. Perhaps if she'd been slathered with $2 million worth of 
record-company butter and was only able to sell 340 copies of her debut album...| mean...free 
up her leg...1 mean...nah, sorry, that one got away from me. Leg stuck under a bar it is! She's 
singing the Cyndi Lauper/Roy Orbison/Celine Dion song "I Drove All Night," and while she's 
sporting some serious Mom hair (and makeup!), the performance is excellent; the best she's 
done so far. She still looks slightly awkward onstage, more like an audition than a performance. 
This is a girl who needs to be on a stage with a real band -- not a backing band but a group of 
which she is a part. It just seems like she keeps looking around for someone to play off of and 
can't find anyone. | wonder if moving to the big stage next week could remedy that. Randy, in 
praising her, makes it seem like Carly's just aiming for the high notes and knocking them out, 
which is not the praise I think he thinks it is. Speaking of which, Paula says Carly is like "the 
dependable dog." Wow, move over "massive lack of personality." We have a new harshest insult, 
this time in the guise of a compliment! Carly good-naturedly chimes in that she was "a donkey 
in Hollywood week,” which is something | really wish we'd seen on TV. Paula says Carly found 
her niche, she's smiling, "and by the way, you're singing." That's how someone described 
Paula's new single to her, | guarantee it. Simon hated the song choice, causing Carly to throw 
up her hands all, "Dude! Cut me a break!" She asks him what he would like (not brattily, more 


like fishing for suggestions), and Simon says he liked when she sang "I'm Every Woman" at 
auditions. Okay, which a) he said at the time wasn't as good as her season 5 audition, and b) 
was the least interesting thing she's done on this show besides the Stevie Wonder song. But 
Carly's going to follow his advice, of course. That ought to be fun. 


Kristy Lee Cook used to pretend she was a dog when she was a child, barking at people and 
drinking out of a bowl. Wow, | didn't know Kristy Lee was part of the Running With 

Scissors family. So Kristy Lee's singing a Journey song, and...oh,awesome. | was just saying the 
other day -- after a fake song list for this week said we'd be hearing "Open Arms” this week -- 
that I'd be glad to hear some other Journey songs get some play. Who knew Kristy Lee Cook 
would be the one to grant my wish. "Faithfully." Sweet. This song, by the way, was subjected to 
the worst karaoke version of a song I'd ever seen in person, so much so that my entire table 
had to belt it from our seats to save this poor girl the embarrassment. Kristy Lee's not as bad, 
but she has turned this into a country song, as per Simon's request from last week, which 
doesn't work for me. Speaking of which...hey, you know what you should totally do if you're 
covering a Steve Perry song? Not be able to hit any power notes at all. That'll do the trick. Yikes. 
Randy says it's a great song (it is), but he falls for the countrification of it, which he calls "cool" 
(it wasn't). Paula, too, who thinks it could be a country hit. Simon dutifully praises Kristy Lee's 
ability to follow his instructions, but he calls her forgettable and says she'll finish 10th at best. 
Kristy Lee says that's fine with her, which...what can you do with that? She's shooting for 10th. 
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Ryan sends Ramiele down the staircase early on account of her short little legs (heh -- I'm sorry, 
I'm finding Ryan charming and funny tonight). Her secret shame involves dropping off a pic of 
herself at a boy's house and having that boy and his mother pick up the photo and laugh at it. 
Okay, but flip the genders and isn't that the entire premise of / Love New York? Which, granted, 
is pretty embarrassing in and of itself. Ramiele's singing "Against All Odds,” which is played out, 
on this show especially, but still a pretty great song on its merits. Looking back at Ramiele's 
other peformances -- "You Don't Have To Say You Love Me" and "Don't Leave Me This Way" -- | 
have to wonder if Ramiele isn't the biggest American Idol superfan on this show. And she 
started watching during, I'll say, season 4 (just like me!). That's my unfounded speculation this 
week. Anyway, she powers her way through the song, impressive but not surprising. She's got 
the goods, now I need her to shock me with them. Randy mispronounces her name and tells her 
to let go and be confident. Paula stops short of praising the colors of her voice (again) and 
instead goes for the "texture." Tune in next week to see what Ramiele's voice tastes like. Then 
there's a whole thing where the audience starts to heckle Paula, and Randy calls them a Dawg 
Pound unto themselves, and Paula's like, "Yeah, the mutts" and then she drunkenly babbles that 
she didn't mean it (stick with your joke, Abdul! It wasn't half bad), and it's getting late in the 
hour so | think the wheels are coming off. Simon says the performance was old-fashioned and 
lacking a "big money note." Ryan takes the stage and tries to squeeze out something about the 
deeper meaning the song holds for her, but she's all, "None of your business! TMTH!" about it. 
She actually says that "TMTH" part, which only serves to remind me how she's going to WEEP 
when Danny gets voted off tomorrow. 


“Love Is A Battlefield’ for Brooke White," Ryan promises before the break. O...kay? That doesn't 
make any sense at all. Her TMTH embarrassment involves church (of course) and jumping on 
top of someone who she thought was her dad. Anyway. "Love Is A Battlefield." Brooke has 
decided to show those boys that they're not the only ones who can rejigger songs to their own 
purposes (or glom onto other people's rejiggerings is probably more likely). Only here she's 
taking a rock rendition and softening it up. She's leaving the acoustic guitar to the band 
tonight, but she's also sitting on the edge of the stage like she's waiting for little children to 
start bringing her flowers and teddy bears. I'm just going to up and admit that this song just 
isn't the same without all the shoulder-shimmy dancing. I'll own that. It's a good rendition, 


anyway, with Brooke's voice as pretty and vulnerable as ever. Randy liked it but didn't think she 
brought anything new to it, which is a total violation of the agreement the judges entered into 
wherein they pledged to freak the hell out about rearranging songs in this manner. Fly, my little 
conspiracy monkeys, and tell tales of David Cook as The Chosen One. Randy tries to credit 
Paula as choreographer on the original Pat Benatar video, and both Brooke and | are prepared to 
be very impressed by that, but Paula says she was merely a consultant. She also says, 
essentially, that she wishes Brooke had busied the arrangement up a lot more, which Simon 
totally disagrees with. He loved the sparseness and Brooke's "original take." Well at least 
someone is adhering to the accords. 
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Syesha's up last, and her secret embarrassment is also one of love lost in grade school, as a 
passed note led to her getting blown in to the teacher by her would-be paramour. One hopes 
this gave her a real complex about trust issues in a relationship. On stage, it's back to Whitney, 
with "Saving All My Love For You," which, having never listened to this song for more than a few 
seconds before, | never knew was about creeping around a married dude. And all this one week 
after "Me and Mr. Jones," too. | can't help but wonder what song from the husband-fucking 
genre awaits us next week. Syesha does a credible job with the song, but | bet she gets 
slammed for not being Whitney. Actually, since the judges have spent the whole episode 
screwing around and being immature, they barely have any time for any critiques at all. Randy: 
"Good." Paula: "Sophisticated. Lovely." Simon: "Bit predictable, but good." Syesha Mercado, 
ladies and gents! Ryan at least gets them all to admit that she deserved to make Top 12. BUT 
WILL SHE? 


Tomorrow, we find out for sure. On the merits, Kady and Kristy Lee (and Luke and Chikezie 
from last night) would go, but my actual predictions are Luke, Danny, Kady (who gets two of her 
flattest notes ever featured in the rundown), and then either Amanda or someone totally 
unexpected like Syesha or Asia‘h or Carly. Could get weird. 


SORRY, | DON'T PRAY THAT WAY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 19 | Aired on 03.05.2008 


Season 7: Top 16 Results - Danny pays the price for the zeitgeist; while Kady and Asia‘h and Luke all go home, obviously. 


Ryan's wearing black, so I'm guessing Danny's done. The Top 12 next week will compete 
against each other, irrespective of gender, singing songs from the Lennon/McCartney 
songbook. | will give you one thousand dollars if Amanda doesn't Cocker her way through "A 
Little Help From My Friends," although | don't know if the lyrics are self-loathing enough for her. 
She will try not to sing out of key. 


Blake Lewis is here! Good, | was going to talk about him anyway. He moonwalks around the 
stage and does his weird vocal scratching for awhile before collapsing into his usual tics. | still 
really like his voice, and actually | do really like this song, but that's not surprising because we 
both love the exact same bands if you ignore 311, which is a good policy anyway. This is a 
show that demands that you love a persona or person and go crazy for them, on purpose, so if 
the show's doing its job, you don't notice that your strings are getting pulled, so | understand 
why it's confusing when | try to talk about the individual people, like Blake or Nadia or Danny, 
because what interests me is mostly what the show has to say about itself, and about America, 
via Blake and Nadia and the rest of them. | can't really come to the show as a fan, because | hate 
it, and I can't really do this job as a fan of any show, even if | am a fan of the show. I think that's 
probably really confusing if you're a fan and viewer of the show who wants to talk about the 
show, but | can't personally think of anything more dull, because | find it really hard to quantify 
art beyond whether or not I liked it, or why | liked it. The hardest part of writing a recap, for me, 
is the letter grade to the right of this paragraph, because | don't get how you're supposed to do 
that. 


On the other hand, this is the biggest show in the country and that means that what happens 
on this show, no matter how flimsy or stupid, actually matters. That's really interesting to me. 
So when the show allows itself to admit that music is happening in the aughts, like with Blake, 
or when the show allows itself to admit that gay people exist, like with Danny, | tend to go nuts 
about it, because America is interesting and this show is one of the keys to why. Why last year, 
Blake; why this kind of gay kid, Danny; why the perennial McKibbin/Sierra/Overmyer trashface? 
The Top 12 are, to me, like a snapshot zodiac of where we are every year: add them up, and 
they're the sum of us as Americans this year. 


But to say that Blake is not only hot but talented, in addition to saying that the show, and thus 
America, is showing through Blake that we're finally getting over the doom and gloom of the 
first half of the decade and into progressive and experimental sounds that point forward and 
not back -- to me, that's two parts of one sentence starting with a dependent clause about 
something that doesn't matter very much. But if you're a consumer of the show, | would 
imagine it seems like the first part is the important part, and the second part is either insane 
ornamentation or justification. | haven't thought about Blake Lewis in nearly a year, and 
although I'm happy to see him, I'm less interested in this performance because this show isn't 
about performances or awesome people, it's about telling American stories back to us, as 
Americans, and he's already been there and done it and came in second. Which made me proud, 
just like Jason and Brooke and Davids A. and C. make me proud this year, because they mean 
that 1/3 of a quasi-random sample of Americans agree with me, personally, about our options 
and self-perceptions, as Americans. 
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Michael Johns sang "(Don't You) Forget About Me" from his walker and Simon persisted loving 
him; Chikezie bored his way through a Whitney song; David H. Celined his way through a Celine 
song and Simon loved it; Luke Menard was a good old fella but is going home; Danny pushed 
the gay thing two centimeters too far without once showing us his gorgeous voice; David A. 
blew the doors off the concept of milk-sucking sincerity; Jason went all Jeff Buckley on our 
asses; and David Cook turned magical and made a new thing in the world. 


Cook is safe, and Ryan heard from Lionel that he loved his version: he's the first Top 12er. 
Archuleta is the second, followed by Jason, forming the troika of boys who have already driven 
huge parts of America completely crazy. | like them because they smell like money. 


Asia‘h wanted to feel the heat with somebody and pulled her pants up to her ribs, she still 
sounds ghetto all the time; Carly looked like a comic book store at her first prom from the neck 
up, and like Overmyer from the neck down; Syesha continued to be totally classy and cool and 
boring; Kady sucked adorably as usual; Ramiele turned in her most boring performance to date; 
Kristy Lee Cook continued to refuse justifying her presence here; Brooke persisted in being so 
much better than this show that it's kind of retarded; Amanda told us for the third week ina 
row how much she fucking hates herself, and it was still impossible to sympathize. | mean, | 
can identify, but | can't sympathize. 


So again, in order of obviousness: Brooke is the fourth Top 12er, Syesha is good, Kady's breasts 
are doing the tricks her face can't do, and she's out! Switcheroo! Her video journey is really 
long, and then her singout of the Queen song is easily fifteen times weirder and worse than her 
usual singing, and is additionally performed wearing a dirndl over jeans and that apparently 
permanent rage-face that scares everybody so bad every week. 


David H. is just as boring standing there as he is when he's singing, but there will always be a 
place for Clay and melodrama on this show, so he's safe. Michael Johns's creaky bones and 
stupid leather jacket are safe. One spot left, and three people in mortal danger: Luke, Danny, 
and Chikezie. Luke's obviously out, which means the last elimination is going to be truly 
outrageous! I'm so scared. Luke's singout, we are not watching, although it's nice to see his 
whole video journey, because it's mostly him being happy and excited all over the country, and 
there's very little singing at any point. | wish this show had a spokesmodel category. 
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Ramiele is obviously in this for the long haul, because she's awesome, although of any week, 
this is the week she should get some fear slapped into her. Top 12. She kisses Danny as she's 
going past, and he looks like he's going to barf. Carly is wearing a lovely pumpkin-colored sack 
in the place of clothing, and her friends are even creepier and scarier than she is. Amanda 
stands, leaving Asia'h and Kristy Lee, both of whom also suck. So is she the Luke that's going 
home? No, she's taking a stool, so that means ... Asia'h and KLC come upstage just in time fora 
commercial break. | could not care one iota less about this cliffhanger. Send them both home, 
seriously. 


The Colonel is safe, | think, but the judges are totally befuddled. Ryan tells Paula he doesn't 
want to "put her on the spot," meaning he doesn't have time for her mess, but she tells Ryan 
she has something to say. She doesn't. Doesn't stop her, though. Simon says it hardly matters 
and he doesn't care, but if he had to guess he'd say Asia'h is going home. She is the least 
interesting or memorable person of the 16, just edging out KLC for that title, so | think he's 
right. And so he is. So we have our Top Six Ladies, and they include both Amanda and Colonel 
KLC. Neat. 


Video journey of Asia'h singing all ghetto song after song, dead dad times a billion, being cute 
all over the place and being super fun, "Hollywood Is Not America," and then Paula babbles and 
blesses her, and she chooses to sing her song in a really dumb-looking dress from Ross. Man, 
there is nothing sadder than a crying girl with a dead dad and an ugly dress trying to rock out 
to "| Wanna Dance With Somebody." That is the worst! Well, basically: Danny and Chikezie, all 
alone on the stage during the singout, dance awkwardly while she slowly gets her mojo 
together, and Paula says (correctly) that it was probably her best performance. 


Ryan calls up the last two guys and asks Danny why he's crying, and Danny says it's because he 
loves Kady and Asia'h. Chikezie: Randy said it was surprising, Paula loved it, but Simon didn't. 
Danny had less conviction with his vocal than necessary, Paula loves the pocket gays, and 
Simon thought it was awful. And so Danny is going home. Ramiele completely loses her shit, 
while upstairs Chikezie's parents go completely nuts and start loudly praying with their hands 
in the air. Wow. While Ramiele starts making little slices in her skin, and Ryan calls Danny the 
most "courageous" contestant ever, Danny grows his hair out in the video package and...it's 
curious, because there are plenty of moments all through this shit where he was normal and not 
trying to give the impression that he has lost his senses, but we didn't get to see many of those 
moments. We weren't really asking for them. | think there's something tainted in America that 
made him act that way, and then punished him for acting that way. | think he knew what was 
going on, but let his trust and hope about America get in the way of his utility. | think there's 
nothing yucky about Paula's optimism or Simon's pragmatism, but they do demand a lot more 
than | think most people, viewers and contestants alike, are willing to give. 
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| think that another way to look at the two narratives is to say this: the Paula story, about 
dreams coming true, serves to make this show a packaged product. The Simon story, by 
accomplishing that, also promises to make the people themselves a packaged product with a 
shelflife longer than this show. To say "I can make you the next Kelly Clarkson," first you have 
to say, "I think you can become the next Kelly Clarkson." And normally these things work 
together because of the structure of the show as a competition: rubbing off the edges and 
perfecting the performances week after week. I'm always shocked when they bring back old 
contestants, because we can remember when they were unformed and jagged, and when they 
come back they seem like these perfect, practiced machines. But | think the issue with Danny 
really comes down to this: he contributed to the show as a packaged product, he got the 
Sanjaya engines turning, he was a topic of discussion. But the show didn't return the favor, 
because "a Danny" is not, in 2008, a salable product. He's an ensemble player who got lied to 
and told that it was possible to become a lead, and it's not. Not today. Maybe not ever. 


There's something ironic in the fact that Danny got Afghanistaned in this way -- used for the 
show's purposes and then being punished by America for being good at it -- with this, of all 
possible songs. There's something tainted about dudes kissing, and we are willing to forgive it 
as long as it stays small and silly and funny. There's something tainted about that love. But 
what's more tainted than homosexuality is the way that we, at this cusp of our national 
development, at this very specific moment in humanism and our social evolution as a culture, 
relate to it. We run to him, we run from him, we took all the boy could give, and it turns out 
that's not nearly all. America gets an F for knocking him off his pedestal, because it's way too 
early, but mostly: F America for putting him up there at all. He deserved better. 


SOMETIMES WE CANNOT WORK IT OUT 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 20 | Aired on 03.10.2008 


Season 7: Top 12 - Kristy Lee goes so far into Bad that she ends up at Awesome; David A. shows his tiny little feet of clay; 
and Jason, Brooke, and Chikezie remind us why we watch this show. 


| think that Ryan Seacrest is on drugs tonight. I'm totally serious. His eyes look dead and scary. 
He's also got severely fauxhawked hair which was compared, insightfully, to Tintin. The new 
intro includes a bunch of faceless people with real genders, though, and that's exciting; the new 
stage is kind of amazingly overdone, with lights and thousands of stagelets and buttresses and 
areas all over the place. Ryan describes the area before the stage as a "mosh pit." | want to see 
motherfuckers moshing to the songs on this show. Like you could be singing Josh Groban or 
some shit and look down and it's just a heaving mass of sweaty violent bodies hurling 
themselves into chaos and the fray. How nice. 


Ryan shows us the Top 12, in case we forgot why we're here. | see that makeovers are still 
coming, because David Cook and Amanda both still look like that. Ryan gives us the rundown 
on the Beatles, specifically John and Paul, to the point that | don't think anybody is going to say 
the word "Beatles" all night, which is just so /do/ it's ridiculous. Every time anybody says 
"Liverpool," drink. I think that before this show started, somebody said "Liverpool" in front of 
Ryan and the judges many times, because check this out. 


Ryan: Earlier | used the word "enduring." How come? 

Randy: "These boys put it down, dude. These songs are...all true copyrights, meaning that they 
will last forever." 

Jacob: The...fuck does that mean? Rewind it, please. 

Paula: Well these songs are full of melody and | you sang the song straight it pays great tribute 
but for those who are going to take the risk it better be worth the reward and I think some of 
them can change it up. 

Simon: | don't want to be here, and I hate Ryan Seacrest. 

Ryan: | kind of like being abused by Simon Cowell. | don't have feelings anymore. 


Syesha Mercado goes on and on about nothing, nothing, nothing at all, and will be singing "Got 
To Get You Into My Life" in the hopes that she will spontaneously generate a personality out of 
nowhere. Like how in olden times they thought if you put like a sweater and some wheat or 
other grain in a barrel and left it, that's the recipe for how you make mice. And that's pretty 
much what she does: toss a crazy brass section and some terrible off notes and a pretty total 
lack of charisma in the barrel, and then just walks away from it and hopes that one day there 
will be mice. Randy asks if that boring shit was Earth Wind & Fire, and it was. So now she needs 
to apologize to two true copyrights. Paula: "You're very very good singer and it was it started off 
pitch | am confused but midway through you found your zone and then it's like there's Syesha." 
Too true. Simon, weirdly, totally freaking loved it, but thinks she looked nervous and sucked 
less this week. Syesha responds by giggling and shaking like a Chihuahua and looks like Emily 
Rose, or else she's having a petit ma/ seizure, and then tells Ryan she likes the new stage. 


=- Page 2 -- 


Jacuzzi. | have heard that he is awesome this week, finally. Remember when he was so, so 
great? | barely do. He tells a scary story about working security at LAX and his coworkers setting 
everything up so that he could go through Paula's underthings every time she travels. Yikes. He 
tells a kind of sweet story about how he loves Danny Noriega, and assumed that the whole 
world loves Danny Noriega, and thus thought he was going home last week, and then another 


sweet story about how his mother is secretly an encyclopedia of all music knowledge. "She's A 
Woman" starts off with a seriously bluegrass intro, with a fiddle and everything, and he slaps his 
knee in time to the music and then gets up and...well, damn. Good on Chikezie. He's wearing an 
argyle sweater and completely, totally rocking out. This is so freaking awesome! He's doing the 
whole Amanda thing better than Amanda has done, with weird noises and crazy loud gospel 
sounds, and a screech at the end that could drive you mad. You've just got to see this! It's so 
amazing! That is one of the best things I've ever seen on this show and | don't even know what 
words to use. 


Randy's like "Who knew?" And the answer is everybody, but so long ago. He doesn't even make 
sense, because everybody in the auditorium just lost their minds. Paula notes how it went 

from Oh Brother Where Art Thou? to a rock and roll song, and how this proves her theory about 
risk and reward from earlier in the night, and then says this: "The reward paid off, my dear, the 
reward paid off." So insane has he left them that the crowd screams and claps for this 
statement. Simon says he looked drunk in the middle of it, but praises everything about the 
performance, because it was truly awesome. Ryan goes completely insane and chases Eze 
around the stage screaming his brain out and acting the fool. | don't even want to talk about it 
or tell you what he is saying because it's too embarrassing. | don't want to talk about it. | don't 
even want to think about it. Ryan Seacrest needs a goddamn nap. 


Ramiele Malubay's job at home involves smelling like soy sauce. She'll be singing "In My Life" 
because she misses Danny Noriega and because she thinks that when people are eliminated 
from this show, they are murdered, so this is like "We Are The World" for her murdered friends 
like Danny Noriega. And like, it's super boring in the exact same way that she's doing things 
lately, but mostly I think it's funny that she has decided "I cry on Results Night" can just be her 
whole personality. Like on '90s Week she'll sing "Runaway Train." "Because they are never 
coming back," she'll say, and then weep softly. Randy calls it "kind of pretty" and "kind of pretty 
boring.” Word, Jackson. Paula calls her "pretty," and "pretty safe," and reminds her that her voice 
is amazing and this fact should cause Ramiele to sack the hell up. Simon was bored to tears the 
whole time, because it was frigging boring. He calls her out for standing all drama on the stairs 
and wandering the stage and being a drama queen without earning it by singing awesomely. 
Ryan clarifies that it was a boring performance of a boring arrangement done in a boring way, 
and then Randy and Paula both wade in and call her "boring" a couple more times. | 

mean, now would be the time to cry, lady. 
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Ryan continues to be completely stupid and irritating. What the hell is this? What if the huge 
new auditorium, which has caused Chikezie to become great through the power of human 
energy, has also ensuckened Ryan and this is just how he is now? I will be so sad, because | 
think Ryan is a like a wonderful creature from a dreamland of magic and he's by far my favorite 
thing of this show, besides Simon. That's like the opposite of Samantha Who? That's like Ryan 
What? Jason Castro does the Castro version of "If | Fell," and if you like it, you like it, and if you 
don't like him, you won't like it, because he only does the one thing. He does it really well, and | 
like it, but you've already made up your mind and | don't see it changing based on samenesses 
like this. It's pretty awesome, especially toward the end, when the band kind of creeps up on 
Jason and his guitar and makes it all amazing and whatever. Because Jason Castro is the new 
Clay Aiken, and David Cook is the new Elliott, fans-wise, I'm trying to beat everybody to the 
punch to make up the fanbase names but all I can think of for Jason is "Castrati." Which makes 
me laugh really a lot, but | don't know if it'll necessarily catch. 


The Castrati in the audience go mildly insane for awhile after the song, and then Randy is all, 
"That's one of my favorite songs ever" for whatever, and says "false" as his special codeword for 
"falsetto," and generally says that it was not a good arrangement or something. Which, | mean, 


have an opinion or whatever, but it sounded exactly like the regular old song, so | don't know if 
this is really the time to... Sometimes | think that Randy has a little bowler hat under the table 
with scraps of paper and he just picks out four during each song and arranges them on the 
table and then reads them off: PITCHY FALSE DAWG PITCHY. And maybe there's a vacuum 
cleaner somewhere on the FOX lot with a tiny scrap of paper in it that says "TTO" and that's why 
he can't pronounce that word. | dig Jason and all, but I'm not really a Castrato as | have 
identified them, so | don't think that I'm being defensive about this. | just think it's stupid. 
Paula's the original one, and she writes her granny essay about how she can feel Jason's heart 
or whatever, and Randy and Simon make fun of her. Simon calls it very "nighttime," like a 
college student in his bedroom, playing the guitar and waiting for your panties to drop. Which, | 
don't know if you know this, but that's...who Jason is. Obviously. 
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Ryan tells Simon that he shouldn't be in young men's rooms after dark, and then Simon totally 
tries to pull his bluff, and Ryan raises the bet and then calls, and Simon's got nothing, so Ryan 
wins. Because he just dared Simon to call him a homo on live television and Simon couldn't do 
it. And whatever, it's Transatlantic, Ryan's being a total cooze this week for some reason, and 
with all the back and forth of gay/not gay/sex/not sex going on here, | just realized that 
somebody tonight is going to sing "Across The Universe," and that upsets me. | was in college 
once too, and I'm sure everybody has a couple of Beatles songs that are not up for discussion, 
and that's mine. And this hateful show is so against me that it'll probably be Amanda that 
freaking does it. 


Ryan manages to be so irritating that he makes Carly Smithson seem charming. | would not 
have thought this possible, but there you go. She'll be singing "Come Together," as she does 
every week in her life as the movie Coyote Ugly where she's just a girl in hard-working America 
with big dreams that constantly blow up in her face. And yes, the performance is totally karaoke 
but at least she's owning the stage, and the backup singers on the chorus are kind of cool. She 
seems to be having fun for the first time ever, which is notable. | still don't give a crap about 
her, and | find it hard to understand how anybody could ever care one way or the other about 
her, but at least it makes sense for her to be in this room. Randy notes how exciting that must 
have been for her, correctly points out that she was in tune the whole time. Paula says it was 
"strange" because it was like watching somebody who is already a star, and welcomes her to the 
Top 12. Simon congratulates her on finally picking the right song after weeks and weeks of 
failure. Awesome, that was awesome. Then he compares her to Kelly Clarkson, which is nice for 
Carly but makes me want to barf. 


David Cook continues to find himself intoxicating. And the thing is, | kind of do too? But | feel 
bad about it. It's like the Paula/Simon thing last week: | hate him and love him, both at once 
separately. It doesn't even out or split the difference, it's just both things happening at once, 
not ambivalent but just bivalent, which kind of make me feel crazy. At least when he's singing 
you don't have to worry about it, and here's the trick: don't look at him while he's singing, and 
it's awesome. He calls his life "quasi-quiet" and himself a "drink-slinger,” for example, and of 
course he's going to be singing "Eleanor Rigby" because that's how he rolls. But first, Ryan and 
Simon make out for awhile about something mysterious and creepy, and | don't want to know, 
just sing. 
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Or...don't. It starts hellish and very Three Doors Down or whatever, and then gets really boring 
and loud, and he shouts a whole lot and forgets the words, and then it's over. It feels like the 
shortest song ever performed on this show, but it's not short enough. He kind of reminds me of 
Chris Sligh, like how Blake was doing all the different arrangements and being creative and then 


Sligh thought he could do that too and it was a disaster. This is exactly like a big show-stopping 
encore performance at the end of a Nickelback concert where they're like, "Maynard is here to 
sing with us" and then they all sing some shitty Pink Floyd song. I've never been to a Nickelback 
concert, but | imagine this kind of thing goes down on the regular. Cook could probably tell us 
for sure. It ends with a rocker scream, and it's totally boring and stupid and the lights are all 
crazy and dumb, and then he jumps around acting the fool for awhile and generally being in 
love with himself. It's so tame and silly and stupid like his hair, so of course Randy is like, "That 
was rockin'!" Paula also tells him that he is wonderful and a thoroughbred. | wish that he had 
gone back and done something more "Hello"-like, because at least that was interesting and 
pretty, but this was just ill-intentioned noise. Paula then loses her mind and calls hima 
"stallion" and Randy calls him a "donkey" and Simon thinks about quitting. He tells David that if 
this show were about talent, he would be golden, but we know it's not. Then David tells Ryan 
how amazing it is to be so amazing or whatever, and his stupid collar is popped and he looks 
like a moron as usual. Turns out | was really looking forward to that crap. Dang. | can't even 
think of a name for his fans right now because | am split into two people and both of them are 
kind of angry. The hater side is like, "See?" and the fan side is like, "Thanks for burning me." | 
want to go listen to "Hello" right now and think of what could have been. 


Brooke White's rockin’ the side pony, and as with all things Brooke, it shouldn't work, but it 
does anyway. She tells us about nannying and how hard it is to be away from other people's 
babies. She's so sweet, she almost cries the whole time she's talking about how much she loves 
everything in this whole world. "Let It Be" is the last Beatles single, and Brooke White is magic, 
so this should be good. She starts on the piano and as usual it's like she's a returning artist who 
is just here to be nice to the show, rather than a person competing on a game show. Everybody 
in the audience has their Jesus arms up in the air, and the backup singers sound very holy. | 
don't think I've ever cared this much about a person on this show, | just love her. | cannot 
separate this out from my own experience or tell you what it's like, because | don't even like 
this song, but Brooke loves it enough for us both, and | love Brooke White like our own private 
Penny Lane. She is like seeing a unicorn in the forest when your feet hurt from walking. 
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Afterward, she cries and cries, and Randy is like, "That was like watching your dreams come 
true." Aww. Paula congratulates her on picking songs that make everybody fall in love with her 
because they're songs that allow her to express her magical self. Simon calls it -- "again" -- one 
of the best performances of the night, for the third week in a row. He says we've seen karaoke 
tonight, and then there's the serious raw reality of Brooke happening in the middle of things 
and turning this show legit. Even Ryan chills out and brings her a handkerchief, and comforts 
her shaking, crazy self as she babbles adorably about how the stage is all crazy and there are 
lights and cheering and a string section, and Ryan brings her her shoes, because you know 
Brooke is just wandering this world in her bare feet, lettin’ it be, and Randy and Simon make fun 
of Ryan and say that he wants Brooke's shoes for his own tiny exquisite feet, and Ryan manages 
once again to make them look like date-raping fratholes for calling him a fag on TV. How does 
he do that? | think that he got special gay powers from Danny Noriega, that's what | think. Like 
whether or not he's gay, who cares, but Danny was like his private Oprah who told him to 
remember his spirit and not let Simon in there to make him feel weirded out or thugged out. 
Ryan Seacrest has perhaps finally learned to let it be. | don't think that it will last but | am 
excited for him right now. Hopefully he will be normal and nice for the rest of the show, which 
is now half over, but my hopes are not high on that front -- | think the new stage is just too 
exciting for him. He certainly won't stop talking about it. 


David Hernandez tells us about his job at a pizza bistro. He says the words "pizza bistro" like a 
million times, which no matter how many times you say "pizza bistro" it still means teabagging 
out-of-town businessmen. He looks better than he's ever looked in his package video, and then 


he launches into "| Saw Her Standing There.” And as usual, it's mannered to a fault, completely 
over-rehearsed and boring and fake, like...ABBA singing songs phonetically. | never feel like he 
knows what the words of the songs are or anything, because every note is so cheap and 
planned out and cheesy and it's like, do you even enjoy this? Because you should enjoy your 
job, and singing is your job, and you have the voice for it, but then every week it's just boring 
and by-the-numbers. It's like he took a mail-order course in Being On American Idol and 
Refrigerator Repair, or even got his degree. Both Randy and Paula...basically tell him that exact 
thing. Too many runs, Paula says. Simon: "No. No. No. Corny verging on desperate. Rabbit in 
the headlights. Not very cool." Word to all the above. | wish that David Hernandez had been on 
this show in the third season or earlier, because that kind of bullshit would have flown years 
ago, but now it's too artificial and creepy. He is very cool about it, though, explaining to Ryan 
that it's easier to pull back than to push forward, and that if he's lucky enough to be here next 
week he will stop doing that shit. Good for him! | would like to see him actually sing a song for 
once; that will be nice. 
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Amanda Overmyer looks like a girl instead of a single mother at the DMV! Whoever did her 
makeup is my hero. Maybe it will make her behave herself. The rest of her look is ugly and 
stupid as usual, though, and she's wearing circus pants and her stupid hair is all curled and 
she's wearing like fifty necklaces and a hundred bracelets, so who knows? It's a draw. She talks 
about riding her Harley, gross, and they take pictures of her. She looks like Scott Savol, I'm 
sorry. And thank goodness, she's not singing "Across The Universe," which fear was, | admit, 
rather irrational. "A Little Help From My Friends” still would have made the most sense. Instead, 
she's singing "You Can't Do That." The Beatles are so funny, them and Stevie Wonder and the 
Stones, like, you see the song title and you're like, "I don't know that one," and then invariably 
you totally know all the words to the song you didn't think you'd ever heard of. 


"All right! Here we go!" she screeches, and then song starts, and it is absolutely perfect for her, 
that Hard Day's Night-era kind of twisty-shouty stuff with room for her to do her Taylor Hicks 
tics and Elvis sounds and total affectation. It's probably the best job she's done, but it's still a 
compendium of everything horrible, so that's fun. | like how it's from the harmless kid stuff 
catalog, because it's even funnier to think of her slowly being torn apart by internal pressure 
from how she thinks of herself as totally real and uncompromising, and yet she is singing this 
song on this show. That J-Lo thing inside her is going to ruin her because she's just Amanda 
from the Block and she can't stop telling us that, whilst selling out. Randy and Paula loved it, 
but Simon thought last week was better and that she was irritating and slurred her words. Then 
he tells Paula to shut the fuck up when he's talking, and Paula responds by babbling some more 
and acting like she has the right to shout nonsense while he's talking. | think the demon came 
out of Ryan and went back into Paula where it belongs, and | think that this is how you know 
that Brooke is magic because she totally did an exorcism on Ryan just by being neato. 


Michael Johns will be singing motherfucking "Across the Universe.” | knew it. | knew this stupid 
show was going to come after me on this level. He tells a story about how the song got him 
through a family disaster and gets kind of choked up, which is actually pretty touching. | hope 
that he does not screw this up, actually. How great would it be if he was awesome right now? It 
starts out with normal guitar and his very pretty grumbly voice, and he looks nice even with his 
ugly singing faces, but there's a chance that it will be okay. First verse and chorus are good, 
right, and into the second verse...it's a little forced and shouty, but we can take it ... and then it 
goes very loud and the band gets overexcited and whatever, but he doesn't go nuts on it. It's 
kind of cheesy and the arrangement is kind of missing the entire point of the song, but | give 
him props for trying. He really wanted it to be memorable, and | bet in that room it's pretty cool 
and big. Randy says that he wanted it to be even more bombastic and silly than it was, because 
he's a dummy. Paula disagrees even though she is a dummy, for the right reasons: she liked 


how he stood there and sang the song. For once, she's making sense. Simon agrees with Randy 
that it was "sleepy" and boring, and then forgets Carly's name! He totally goes, "Um, what's the 
Irish girl's name?" That is freaking awesome. He called her the new Kelly less than an hour ago, 
and now he doesn't even remember her name. That's my boy. Ryan, | think, agrees with Paula 
that the very lovely tone in Michael's voice was more than enough to balance out the subtlety of 
the song itself. 
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Colonel KLC tells us a bunch of nothing and looks very pretty and has heard of the Beatles. 
She'll be singing a countrified version of "Eight Days A Week," which she calls a "risk" six times 
in a row. If there is any justice in this world, this is going to be the most amazingly sucky thing 
in the world. Like | actually started bouncing on the couch when she said that, because | think 
Kristy Lee has a pretty good shot at being Sanjaya, honestly, because she sucks so bad that it 
could be incredible. She just needs to commit to sucking and so far she hasn't really done that. 
This could be her night to suck really bad, though. Let's see. There are like twenty violins going, 
and she's seriously squatty, and the song is like incredibly fast, like they sped up the real song 
on the Chipmunk machine. WOW! This is totally awful! This is so great! | can't believe how shitty 
this is! Her eyes are full of terror and it's like the song is going faster and faster and faster and 
the monkey's chasing the weasel and it's...she has no idea. Just none. This is so great, she 
makes all manner of spooky weird faces and then yodels. Yodels! | love this show! She's so 
fucking awful, it is great! 


Randy's like, "You sounded shitty and inbred, and yet came off fake even though you are both, 
in reality." Paula tells her she prefers barbiturates to the violently methamphetamine nature of 
her performance, and says she knew where she was going with it, but that it was a grandiose 
failure. Simon tells her it was of the Devil and that she sounded bravely like Dolly Parton on 
helium, and calls it "ghastly country fair." The Colonel's all, "I liked it!" Whatever, freak, go vote 
for yourself. Ryan asks how Simon can tell her to be country, stay country, and then bash her 
for it, and Simon's like, "But it fucking sucked, though." And Ryan asks Paula if Simon's advice 
was crappy, and Simon tells him to fuck off, and Ryan says that the day Simon becomes the 
host of the show he can do whatever the hell he wants, but until then, he can double fuck off. 
Paula says that KLC is safe because she has a big fan base, and Kristy thanks her for this 
value-free fact as though she just said something nice. Which she didn't, she said something 
mean, which is that KLC's fans are stupid and will vote for her no matter how bad she sucks. But 
| mean, how do you survive if you're KLC without being able to turn frowns upside down like 
that? She just made lemonade out of Paula! Delicious metalemonade! 
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Which means all we have left is David Archuleta, in what's commonly called the "pimp spot." | 
mean, there's a lot of hanky-panky with this show, it's not a trustworthy show, but that makes 
me laugh, because the show is entertainment: they don't care how you vote, they care if you 
watch. So they arrange the performances based on what would make a good show: the reason 
people in the pimp spot do well, generally, is because those are the performances that will close 
the show on a high note, so that's how they do it. They do well because they were already going 
to do well, which is why they put it there. 


Usually. This week, not so much. Because | think that what we have done, as a nation, is to 
break David Archuleta. Too much pressure, too much weirdness resulting from him being born 
five minutes ago and being obsessed with the show, so he's simultaneously inside the show and 
outside the show, and everybody loves him and they go nuts on him every week and put a 
bunch of pressure on him. Poor kid. | feel bad for him, and that he only knows "We Can Work It 
Out" because of Stevie Wonder, because he's still young enough that he hates the Oldies station 


and anything that sounds old so he doesn't know the Beatles at all. He confides in his package 
that he is very nervous, and then onstage we see that he has every right to be nervous about 
this, because it is sucky as hell. 


He does a sassy version and walks down the stairs and forgets the words and then forgets the 
notes and then gets weird and weirder and...oh. This is amazingly bad. He's just so off and bad 
and embarrassingly not present for this. Thank goodness that everybody loves him, because 
this is something for which he should be forgiven. It's just so terrible! He spends the rest of the 
song trying to cover with random runs and made up unrehearsed whines and sounds and 
repeating random words from the song. Man. That was a bloodbath. 


Randy tells David that apparently he is capable of sucking, and he succeeded at doing that. 
Paula calls him out for forgetting the lyrics and letting us see him sweat, but doesn't stop loving 
him. Simon's like, "I love you but | have to be honest: that was a mess." He agrees with Randy 
that doing a Stevie version of anything is just stupid, and not to forget the words. Ryan's like, 
"Did you know that it was going to suck that bad?" David admits that he had a feeling that it 
was going to suck, but nobody could have predicted what a damned mess it turned out to be. 
He's the sweetest kid in the world, that's just brutal. 
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To review: Syesha exists, did you know? Because goodbye, girl. Chikezie finally blew 
everybody's minds like he keeps meaning to. Ramiele earned herself a tiny little amount of 
"shut up" feelings. Jason did the exact same thing he does every week, thankfully. Carly 
continues to be a charisma black hole but at least justified her presence. David Cook thinks he 
is a wizard or something and went to a seriously GOB Bluth place. Brooke White is one of 
heaven's angels sent down to make us feel better about the world and our place in it. David 
Hernandez did an outstanding impression of somebody on American Idol. Amanda squatted 
and shouted and was gross some more. Michael Johns managed to be awesome for once, but is 
still missing something essential that | cannot find a name for. The Colonel skyrocketed to the 
top of my all-time favorite performances by freebasing the Beatles from a crack pipe and 
produced a memorably amazing hot mess. And then poor little David A. turned out to be 
human. Tomorrow, Joe R. will help us say goodbye to Syesha, and tell us who this season's 
mentors are, even though | swear they said there weren't going to be any this year. 


HE'LL NEVER DANCE WITH ANOTHER 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 21 | Aired on 03.11.2008 


Season 7: Top 12 Results - Uh..."WHOOO"? The show continues its systematic elimination of anyone who's ever set foot in 
a gay bar as David Hernandez gets the boot. Next on the list: that hag Ramiele. 


Okay, full disclosure first: | initially thought Beatles Night (or, whatever, Lennon/McCartney 
Songbook Night) was a fantastically stupid idea. Putting these kids in front of the freight train 
of Beatles fandom, asking them to sing songs that are pretty much untouchable in our culture, 
asking them to both do the songs justice and make them their own? Lots of luck, kids. But last 
night was pretty damned great, wasn't it? With Chikezie and Brooke and David Cook kicking ass 
and Carly and Michael and Amanda and Jason being pretty great themselves. Even the bad 
performances were more boring (Syesha and Ramiele) than truly bad (Kristy Lee; the other two 
Davids). So, you know, mea culpa. Nice job, kids. 


| am really distrustful of the new opening credits. This show doesn't get to be fresh! It doesn't 
get to be new! This is the same crap in different packages, year after year; the same contestant 
types, the same songs, the same critiques, the same innuendo-laden "banter," the same 
conspiracy theories, the same scandals, the same shocking eliminations at Top 6, the same 
crappily saccharine singles for the winner to perform, the same people promising they'll never 
watch the show again, the same people showing up the very next week. The same! So why 
should the opening credits get to change? 


We open with yet another cross-promotional movie ad. Why do | always get stuck 

with these? Though | suppose | shouldn't complain, since | escaped Ryan and Simon's first Big 
Gay Fight of the season. Anyway, Horton Hears A Who is apparently a 20th Century Fox movie, 
and thus Jim Carrey is in the audience. Good to know. 


Ryan takes the busy, Minority Report-ian new stage. "What have you done?" Ryan demands of 
us. See? THE SAME! Jim Carrey silliness ensues, none of it worth recapping, really, so | won't. 
Ryan then says that since last night was so altogether popular with viewers, they're going to do 
another week of Lennon/McCartney next week. On the one hand, it's not surprising 

that American Idol wouldn't be familiar with the concept of "too much of a good thing" given 
they've had so little good things on this show before. On the other hand, if what I read is true 
and the contestants had only 25 songs to choose from, does that mean they'll be limited to the 
same 25 next week? Because the way this season is going, with all the limited song catalog 
stuff, by the time we hit Top 8, the theme is going to be "Songs that are on Seacrest's ab 
workout playlist." Which, admittedly, will be awesome, and Brooke's piano ballad version of 
Rihanna's "Please Don't Stop The Music" will bring the house down. Anyway: BOOO to repeat 
themes. And BOOO some more to this group sing, which is bound and determined to take 
everything cool about last night and make it stupid. 
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| really have always wanted "All My Lovin™ to be given the Super Bowl Pregame Show treatment, 
so | guess I'm getting my wish. Michael Johns could not be less interested in singing along with 
first Carly (who | swear looked to me like Brooke with her hair dyed black at first), then Kristy 
Lee. When paired with the real Brooke, Michael couldn't look more cheesy. This is a guy who 
needs to learn how to play the piano and sit behind it, forever, because his body movements 
are far too cheesy. They're the equivalent of Jason Castro's facial expressions (wildly cute as 
they are), which is what we see next. More synched-up movements from the Top 12, it's all 
hilariously awful. David Cook gets a turn to sing, with what | have repeatedly been told is a 


smug, cocky smirk on his face. If you all say so. "That's not a stink-eye, that's just the way his 
face looks, that's just his face!" The teeny-weeny trio of Davids A. and H. and Chikezie begin 
"Can't Buy Me Love.” Which | suppose is funny because David H. is a whore and all. Watching 
Michael and Amanda try to growl their way through a song this innocuous is pretty amusing. So 
after this whole abomination, they're going to cancel Beatles Night Il, right? Now that what we 
all feared would happen last night has finally happened and the Lennon/McCartney song book 
is now giving its testimony to the Special Victims Unit? Speaking of which: Sanjaya is here, with 
his sister and evil twin goatee in tow. 


After the break, Ryan promises "another dramatic elimination." Which is going to be a lot to live 
up to after Alaina's giant freakout two weeks ago, not to mention my three days of mourning 
after Danny got the boot last week. Last night gets recapped, including Chikezie's shocking 
awesomeness; Carly getting that too-kind Kelly Clarkson comparison (I like her more than most, 
and she was very good, but: no); Michael being pretty good but no Fiona Apple on "Across the 
Universe"; Syesha being the kind of forgettable that gets you eliminated; Jason Castro doing his 
Jason Castro thing and provoking the Gay of Tonkin incident between Ryan and Simon; Brooke 
being mesmerizing and polished and as earnest as anything Archuleta's ever done but with the 
added bonus of being believable about it; Ramiele letting me down; Amanda getting the fire 
back in her eyes; David Cook being dramatic and really fun to watch and listen to; Hernandez 
making bad decisions; Kristy Lee making even worse decisions; and David Archuleta reaching 
his first make-or-break checkpoint of the season. | mean, clearly his fans are going to rush to 
his aid after his first bad judging, and that's why he isn't even close to being in danger this 
week. But the tale will be told next week and the week after that. Because if he bounces back, 
he's golden and unbeatable and TCO and all that. But if he gets into his own head and screws 
up again, then maybe he won't be quite the slam dunk everybody's saying. It's a long season. 
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Elimination time. Or at least we're going to get the ball rolling. Ryan calls for Carly, Michael, 
Jason, and Syesha to stand. The first three are safe; Syesha, as expected, is not. She looks 
worried as hell. Ryan asks Randy and Paula if, should Syesha go home tonight, that would be 
the wrong choice. They both say it would. Then he asks Simon if she deserves to be Bottom 3, 
and of course he says she does. Ryan snottily calls this an "uncomfortable moment," like he 
didn't just set that all up himself. He could have very easily asked Simon the same question as 
Randy and Paula were asked, but he set Simon up for the mean comment instead. He can 

be such a twat, | swear to God. Anyway, Syesha performs, and it's the same level of 
good-but-unremarkable. 


Here's what you should know about this season's first pimpmercial: it features Cake's "Going 
The Distance” and the contestants portraying political candidates. Because if this show can't be 
the number one thing people in this country are talking about, it's damn sure going to glom 
onto whatever is. Though now that | think about it, there certainly has been a lot of "Chosen 
One" paranoia directed at both the Clinton and Obama campaigns. And, of course, Vote For The 
Worst is supporting McCain because wouldn't that be hilarious?? 


There's a filler segment that covers how famous the contestants have gotten in such a short 
time, and this level of fame is represented by the fact that they all got to attend the premiere 
of...you know it...Horton Hears A Who. | am officially not going to see this movie now. Anyway, 
the Idols were not famous, but now they are! People know their names! Jim Carrey is shaking 
their hands! (And trying to leech off of their fame! Because The Number 23 did some bad things 
to his career!) Steve Carell, you'll note, waved at them all from a polite distance. Because he 
doesn't need this. Amanda cutely enthuses about meeting the lead singer of REO Speedwagon, 
which is one of the many reasons why | love her. 


Back to the results! Chikezie, Amanda, Kristy Lee, and David Cook are all asked to stand. 
Chikezie and Amanda are safe, and Ryan then goes out of order to tell David he's safe as well. 
Which leaves Kristy Lee all alone, and since country don't necessarily mean dumb, she knows 
what's up. She asks Ryan, inaudibly to us but he repeats it, "Where's my microphone?" then 
starts laughing hysterically when Ryan starts fidgeting about not being able to run through his 
whole shtick first. That was awesome. Ryan persists in reading her stat card anyway, because 
otherwise his universe collapses, while Kristy indulges him and keeps on laughing. Ryan tells 
her she is indeed in the bottom three and asks her to sing. Then she looks at the judges and/or 
audience and goes, "Sorry you have to hear it again." Ha! I'm kind of loving her right now. Even 
after hearing this terrible, awful, ill-conceived, empty-headed performance again. The only 
interesting thing is watching the other Idols on the bleachers, where Michael is dancing around 
like a fool, Carly and Amanda totally don't care, and Ryan tries to flirt with David Cook. Oh, and 
guess who loves the performance? Sanjaya, is who. | can't believe that kid is still on script. 
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After the break, Ryan's ready to field phone calls from viewers at home. I...come on. Do | really 
have to? Really? This makes me feel diminished, as a human being, having to watch this, much 
less write about it. There's a reason we've never recapped Larry King Live, and it's not because 
we couldn't find a way to make fun of the suspenders. Some 12-year-old asks Jason (of course) 
something stupid (of course), and his answer is gibberishy and stoned and adorable (of course). 
Some pathetic hick asks the judges why, after auditioning seven times, he hasn't been put 
through to the Hollywood round, because EVEN AFTER A FULL MONTH OF AUDITION EPISODES 
THAT GET MORE REPETETIVE AND BORING BY THE MINUTE WE APPARENTLY NEED TO CRAM 
MORE AUDITION-STYLE BULLSHIT INTO THIS SHOW. NO, | WILL NOT STOP SHOUTING. Here's how 
the rest of this goes: question about Ryan and Simon and whether they're going to fight and/or 
kiss, question about Simon's hotness, question about Simon's opinion of the relative quality of 
Brits versus Americans. | am so glad the show decided to put the focus on the contestants this 
season. 


Next: Katharine McPhee returns, with David Foster on piano, to sing "Something." Uh...next? I'm 
sorry. | loved Katharine, | still kind of do, but this is pointless, boring filler, and she looks like 
she's singing in a hotel lounge on New Year's. I'm glad that American Idol has embarked upon 
this WPA-style endeavor to employ previous contestants who have lost their record deals, but 
enough. 


Back to business: one spot left in that Bottom 3. After more Jim Carrey silliness, Ryan calls 
Davids A. and H., Ramiele, and Brooke to the center of the stage. Brooke, obviously and 
deservedly, is safe. David A., obviously and not so deservedly, is also safe. David H. vs. Ramiele 
is honestly a toss-up to me, but Ramiele being safe is the right call. Bring it next week, short 
stack! Come on! Anyway, Ryan snots at a PA for not getting the mic to the stage on time (what a 
rag he is this week, honestly) and then David is forced to so through his stupid "| Saw Her 
Standing There" performance again. He's toned it down a bit, which | appreciate, but I'm not 
going to lie and tell you | didn't fast-forward most of it. Home stretch! 


But first: a quick word about The Return of Jezebel James. Don't watch it. If you have any good 
feelings about Parker Posey, Lauren Ambrose, or Amy Sherman-Palladino, don't watch it. Wait 
for their next projects. I'm sure they'll all be great. But don't look at this one. Trust me. 
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So: Syesha, Kristy Lee, and David H. are in the Bottom 3. Interestingly, when Ryan tells us that 
all three are "very nervous,” David looks at the camera and kind of shakes his head, all "Nah!" It 


seemed more brave-face than arrogant, but still. Tempting fate and all. Paula says she's never 
seen "a more stronger bottom three." Man, | wish Paula would stop giving these elaborate 
promos for Are You Smarter Than A 5th Grader? Simon says this is absolutely the right Bottom 
3, and he's exactly correct. Ryan gives Syesha the first reprieve, and the first person she hugs 
back at the couches is Ramiele, who apparently had a membership for new friends after all her 
old ones were so mercilessly taken from her in semifinals. 


So, further: Kristy Lee and David H. And Kristy Lee is...safe. Huh. Not what | would have 
expected, but not shocking either. | thought KLC would be the Melissa McGhee/Lindsay 
Cardinale, but David makes for a decent Brandon Rogers, so there you go. He looks pretty 
surprised that it's him, but after a first shell-shocked half-hug he embraces Kristy warmly and 
congratulates her. He's already had his singout, so there's nothing left to do but answer some 
of Ryan's lingering inane questions. Dude, | am so sorry. Then -- THEN! -- Ryan tells us that 
David's Video Journey will be set to the tune of Ruben covering Kenny Loggins's "Celebrate Me 
Home." Sorry, "Hollywood Is Not America” guy. The Idol WPA strikes again. This is your future, 
seventh-season winner. 


ANOTHER DAY IN THE LIFE 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 22 | Aired on 03.17.2008 


Season 7: Top 11 Performances - Beatles Week II turns out to be a huge mistake. Like we all said. 


"Tonight...because we're suddenly really needy and petrified of audience erosion and we heard 
you guys liked it so OH GOD DON'T CHANGE THE CHANNEL WE'VE GOT MORE BEATLES SONGS 
WE PROMISE! This...is American Idol." 


So instead of having the Top 11 parade across the stage like they do during semifinals, the 
show instead had them descend the two staircases on the Starship Enterprise stage of theirs, 
then stand perfectly and awkwardly still for the cameras. It's like they're being auctioned off for 
nefarious purposes, and lord knows David Archuleta doesn't need another reason to look 
freaked out right now. (Though, seriously, | don't know what he's worried about. If Beatles Night 
ll isn't the perfect opportunity for a redemption arc after We-Can-Blurph-It-Blah-gate, nothing is.) 
Anyway, David Cook's got some sort of orange rubber band around his fist, Carly still needs to 
get a makeover (I'm sure Tyra has a ratty blonde weave lying around somewhere), and Ramiele 
is dressed like such a moron that | mistook her for Asia'h. Let's get this started! 


Ryan introduces the judges, then tries to sell us on the bullshit that while last week the theme 
was "Lennon/McCartney," this week the theme is "The Beatles." Totally different! Randy's 
wearing this powder-blue sweater (probably because he's a fan of the hateful Tar Heels), and 
Paula is dressed like a shot of Goldschlager, and they prattle on about the contestants learning 
from their mistakes last week. Simon and Ryan embark upon their annual discussion about 
whether this is a talent competition or a popularity contest and their answer, as ever is, "uh, 
both, | guess." 


Video package telling us all about who The Beatles were. Hey, you don't have to tell me. | 
saw Across the Universe. 


Amanda is up first, and we're reminded how she southern fried "You Can't Do That" to (I 
thought) great effect. Tonight she'll be singing "Back In The U.S.S.R." (wow, two weeks and she 
didn't go for "Helter Skelter" once, huh?), because it has a "blues element." She also promises to 
"tease it up real high and throw some eyeliner on it," which had to have been given with 
something of a wink to her own image, because when we see her onstage she has definitely 
taken Paula's advice to heart (...1 know) about toning down the fright-night stuff. It starts out 
kind of shaky -- she's getting lost amid the band and stage and lights and song -- but she pulls 
out of it and gives a good performance. The reason | like Amanda, when I do, is her absolute 
boundless joy at being able to get up on a stage and sing these songs. That's why it killed me 
those two weeks when it seemed like she wanted to shrink away and die. This is a girl who 
loves to sing and perform and strut around and throw a stray "child" on the end of a lyric and 
she does it well enough that she got this big, giant stage to perform on. And | finally think she's 
loving that, which makes me love her. When she's not butchering Kansas songs, that is. Randy 
and Paula both agree the beginning was off, but they ultimately liked it, and her. Simon found it 
predictable and messy and says Amanda's getting "boring." As he so often is, Simon's right and 
wrong. Yes, it's the same every week, but no, | don't think we, as an audience with hearing 
capabilities, would be better served by Amanda stepping out of that box. Does that mean that 
she's too one-dimensional and shouldn't win? Uh, yeah, probably. Sorry, hon. Of course, she 
goes and ruins it all by scoffing "Ballads are boring." Sigh. She does make a valid point, though, 
in saying that her performances are designed to show the audience the type of show they'd get 
if they paid to see her. Simon's all, "You're not selling out arenas yet," but Amanda evenly says 
that she means any show, down to a bar in Louisiana. Fair enough, say Simon and I. Huh, that 


went from a potential pissy tirade to a pretty cool moment (whenever you can get Simon Cowell 
to relate to you as an equal, you win -- which is why | still love Danny Noriega). 


-- Page 2 -- 


After the break, Ryan and Kristy Lee are on the cola stools, and she's got photo albums with 
her. They're her security blanket, basically, and whenever she gets overwhelmed she looks at 
photos of her family, her friends, horses she sold to pay for airfare. That kind of thing. Kristy 
Lee then interviews about how she always seems to be the second-to-last person at 
eliminations. Yeah, | think Kristy Lee is pretty much resigned to the fact that she's not long for 
this show, but she appears to be committed to having fun while she lasts, which | enjoy. She's 
singing "You've Got To Hide Your Love Away," and while she does a better job of integrating her 
twangy country thing into the song, the vocals pretty much have nowhere to hide, and she's just 
not that good. She does hit her one big note at the end, but my guess is that won't be enough 
to save her. Randy, not surprisingly, wishes the whole song would've been big notes. You guys? 
I'm starting to believe him about having produced records for Whitney, Mariah, and Celine. 
Paula, equally predictably, compliments how Kristy looks (which...sheer sleeves on a sparkly 
A-line dress? | can believe Paula would dig that). Simon suggests hypnosis as a method to cure 
her of her terminal boringness onstage. He even hauls out the old "musical wallpaper" line, but 
he does grant it was better than last week. Kristy Lee tells Ryan the Beatles theme hasn't been 
the best for her, but she promises to come back next week and "blow [Simon] out of [his] 
socks." Which: a) perhaps keeping this socks-blowing talent under a bushel for six weeks now 
wasn't the best idea, and b) ew. Hilariously, all eyes turn to Ryan at that remark, with Randy 
even doing that "Ryan...Ryan..." thing when he's about to say something really weird. Randy, 
haven't you read Details? Ryan's way too busy to have gay sex. 


Archuleta! (Yeah, I'm not happy about transitioning from gay sex to David Archuleta either, but 
what are you gonna do?) On the subject of his much-discussed lyric-flubbing last week, David 
says his first thought was, "Dang it!" Oh SHUT UP. | totally didn't expect | would be the one 
turning on this kid, but for Chrissakes, he's seventeen. Jesus ain't looking, dude, say what you 
really feel. He's singing "The Long And Winding Road," and he doesn't forget any words and 
sings it clearly and strongly and wonderfully. But here's the thing: when Amanda sings, | feel 
like I'm in a bar; when David Cook sings, | feel like I'm in a club; when Brooke sings, | feel like 
I'm in an amphitheater; when Jason sings, | feel like I'm in my dealer's living room; but when 
David Archuleta sings, | feel like I'm watching a high school talent show. Every time. And it's a 
performing arts high school for gifted kids, absolutely. And he's clearly the best in the talent 
show, and he'll totally win and deservedly so. But if you're asking me to list the places I'd pay to 
be, I'd rather see Amanda at the bar, David Cook at the club, Brooke at the concert hall, and 
Jason at my dealer's house than go to David A.'s talent show. 
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So the crowd goes apeshit and the judges follow suit. And rightly so, he got himself back on 
track. Didn't forget a single word. Paula praises his purity of spirit, Simon applauds his "master 
class," and the girls in the "mosh pit" scream his name. | can totally see why, what with the raw, 
animal magnetism he possesses. Ryan asks if it's easier to sing a slow song -- which I love 
because the implication is that on the fast songs, the words are going by way too fast for David 
and his short little legs to keep up -- and David says that the slow songs allow him to be more 
"sensitive." Mmm hmm. 


Back from the break, Ryan plugs tomorrow's results show (Pickler! Enjoy it, Clifton.) and then 
grabs an iPhone from a girl in the crowd and proceeds to shill for it in a manner than even he 
finds demeaning. Ryan Seacrest thinks this is crass. Wow. He then points to the judges who are 
all raising their Coke glasses in sell-out solidarity. Michael Johns and his stupid fucking hat are 


going to sing "A Day In The Life." Why does he so totally gross me out? He's my version of David 
Cook, | guess. Just Michael and his mic this week, which means that once again his free hand is 
up to all the corny bullshit it usually is. He totally strains on a high note, then kind of rights his 
ship, though it's really a rather boring performance. The camera does some 360-spins to try 
and fool us into getting dizzy off the fumes of John Michael Australia, but | can't imagine too 
many people are buying it. Randy wants more -- you guessed it -- big notes. Jesus. Paula thinks 
he was way worse than he was in dress rehearsal and tries to blame it on the ear devices they're 
wearing. Simon simply thought it was a mess, saying that part of it was that "A Day In The Life" 
doesn't work at a minute and a half (which is a point that's not always brought up on this show), 
but part of it was also that Michael was all over the place. Ryan takes the stage and asks Paula 
to explain the whole earpiece thing to the unwashed masses, but while she does, Michael is 
forced to admit he's not wearing one. HA! The judges all stumble over each other like they just 
got out of a clown car, with Simon trying to embarrass Paula and Randy trying not to embarrass 
Michael and Paula trying to salvage some of her critique. It's a total circus up there. Which 
means it's the perfect time for Ryan to give Michael the chance to dedicate the song to a friend 
who died. So | guess that's his thing now. The judges are all, "Wow, we're assholes," then the 
audience "awws" and runs to their cell phones to text their sympathy votes. That whole affair 
was awkward. 
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Brooke White is dressed in a bright yellow sundress because she actually brings light into the 
universe. She talks about having her family come to visit, including some from Nova Scotia "if 
you know where that is." | get all set to yell at her about taking her audience for dummies but 
then I realize what show I'm watching. She shouts out her husband in the crowd but the camera 
doesn't cut to him. That's weird. Have we seen him yet? Is he all hideous and deformed? Is he 
old? Like, creepy René Angélil old? | don't want to start rumors or anything, but...Brooke White 
is married to René Angélil, | think. Brooke is the first person to mention how Beatles Night II 
freaked her out because "Let It Be" turned out so well and (they don't let her complete the 
thought, so | will) it's a lot to live up to. She's singing "Here Comes The Sun," which is not one 
of my favorite songs and it's way too matchy-matchy with the shiny, happy Brooke image. She 
starts it off by sitting on the staircase (ugh), and pretty much from note one she's off-pitch and 
warbly and just unpleasant to listen to. Which is a shame, because she's one of the few who are 
capable of giving a performance I'll really love. It also becomes apparent why she's better off 
behind a piano or guitar -- she's all limbs-akimbo, like a less coordinated Michael Johns. She 
cheesily twirls around with a "Whooo!" Not a good time. Randy calls the performance very 
"awkward," and Brooke quickly apologizes for the accidental "Whooo!" We also find out, tonight, 
that Brooke is one of those people who has to answer every bit of criticism they get, 
interrupting Randy every three second with either an excuse or an "I know." Let the judges 
speak their nonsensical piece! Case in point: Paula loved that the yellow dress matched the title 
of the song. Yup. Simon thought it was "terrible," and Brooke has to quell the chorus of boos 
that follow. She gets interrupty again while Simon calls out the bad dancing, no conviction, 
and...wetness? He thinks it was too "wet." She says it's cool because they usually like her, and 
she was conflicted about the performance and blah, blah, blah. She's word vomiting at this 
point. Ryan finally makes the save and they both acknowledge the flailing limbs issue, and she 
basically reiterates that last week went so well that she was bound to fail this week. I...suppose? 
She promises to go back to being awesome next week. 


David Cook is next, and you should all know that David Cook is causing me way more internal 
turmoil than he really should. I've very much enjoyed him, yet every other person whose opinion 
| respect can't stand him. He must be at least a little aware of the undercurrent of hate he's 
getting from the enlightened circles because he's very upfront about the fact that he'll be doing 
the Whitesnake version of "Day Tripper." Full disclosure and all that. It won't help him one bit, 
but it's an admirable effort. So, yes: another junk-rock version of a song, which | don't object to 


in theory, but in practice this particular performance does nothing for me. And then? The Peter 
Framptonator. That thing that makes your voice sound like a guitar and the guitar sound like 
your voice. l'm told it's called a "talk box." What it is is ridiculously stupid and annoying and 
showy and douchey and everything everybody's ever said about David Cook that | didn't think 
was accurate. Thanks, man. Thanks for waiting until the week | recap you to prove all my (your) 
detractors right. No, thanks a /ot. Randy likes it because it looks like a rock show. Yeah, but not 
one I'd want to see (he's falling pretty close to the Archuleta Talent Show line). David mentions 
how he learned to use the Framptonator only yesterday. And then you'll unlearn it tomorrow? 
Please? Simon says it all looked "smug" to him (another charge against David that | never quite 
got...until three seconds from now) and now after three weeks of tricking up songs to fit his alt 
rock style, it's gotten a bit predictable. Then? David winks at...someone. Winks! God DAMN it, 
dude. You're making me look bad. Ryan asks for Framptonator lessons and then basically tells 
him to listen to Simon's advice and cut the bullshit. He says it in his super-secret Seacrestian 
way, but it's there. 
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These 27 commercials straining to remind you that Jim Strugess "took you Across the Universe" 
last year sound so desperate and sad. Beatles fans! Come see this movie! Kevin Spacey and Kate 
Bosworth have no drawing power! You're all we've got! 


After the break, Ryan's talking crazy talk with the judges, and we still don't care about the stuff 
Simon whispers to Paula when he's busy not listening to the performances, so moving on. 
Carly! Sti// with the mom hair! Sweetheart, just straighten it, for all our sakes. She's singing 
"Blackbird," which concerns me, but aside from the ridiculous top with the giant fleurchon collar 
and her hunchy stance, the song sounds quite pretty. It builds to some Randy-friendly notes 
towards the end, too. We get the briefest glimpse of Carly's husband, Tattoo Face, and he's as 
beguiling as ever. Seriously, | love him. Not for his tattoo face, you guys, but for his personality. 
Anyway, Randy loved it, of course, and coins the term "cooliosis" in honor of it. Stop trying to 
make "cooliosis" happen, Randy. "Yo Factor" didn't happen, so "cooliosis" is never going to 
happen. Paula says...something | don't understand. Not the first time. Simon hated the song 
choice (again), and Carly gets into this whole ill-advised lyrical interpretation where the 
contestants are all blackbirds, and their broken wings are $2 million dollar marketing pushes 
that go nowhere. Or something like that. Okay, Carly, here's your to-do list: 1) Straighten that 
hair; 2) Burn that top; 3) Stop talking about blackbirds. She acknowledges that it's corny, and 
Simon gets very funny about how he's uncomfortable with the idea of judging a bunch of 
broken birds. Weirdly, against all odds, | think Carly brought Simon around to her side there. 
Ryan comes up and we see that Carly's gotten a number 7 (as in Season 7) tattooed onto her 
finger. The degree to which Carly sees this show as her last chance in life makes me very 
uncomfortable. 


Jason Castro is dressed like a total nerd and will be singing "Michelle," as in "Michelle ma belle," 
or if you're Jason, "Michelle, my bell," because dude, it sounds just like English! No instruments 
for Jason tonight, except for the French that he wields between his /évres. | have no idea what 
I'm watching here. He's just so doofy and corny and weird and he's singing French and making 
dorky hand gestures and looking straight into that camera with that Zach Braff face he makes, 
and he's completely adorable of course, but | also now think he's touched in the head because 
what the hell is going on here? It's like he's singing in a gondola while his pet monkey plays a 
concertina. Randy thought Jason was a little too subdued "this time." Yeah, as opposed to the 
bouncing off the walls he's done every other week. | believe the word you're looking for, Randy, 
is "gaywad." Paula actually makes some sense, saying Jason gets a little "uncomfortable" away 
from his guitar. Seriously, if this week has shown us anything, it's that the instruments, now 
that they've been introduced, are pretty necessary for Jason and Brooke. And, | will say it again, 
Michael Johns. Just put something in your hands, man, you don't have to really play it. Simon 


finally -- FINALLY -- says the obvious, which is that Beatles Week II was a dumbfuck idea because 
all it's doing is pissing on the memory of Beatles Week |, which was pretty awesome. Simon 
adds, however, that viewers with eyeballs and functioning hormones will save Jason's bacon this 
week, 
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Wow, Syesha straightened her hair. It's okay, | suppose. | mean, if she was looking for one more 
way to make her uninteresting to the voters who put her in the bottom three last week, she 
certainly found it. Her video package tells us that being in the bottom three last week was just 
the kick in the ass she needed. She's apparently found a great big ball of fake emotion in 
"Yesterday," so she'll be singing that. She's seated on the stage next to a lone acoustic guitar 
player. Under the circumstances, and after that video package, Syesha's version of the song 
appears to be about the pain of being in the bottom three. You know, because now there's a 
shadow hanging over her and she's not half the girl she used to be. It's like she's singing in the 
High School Musical of her own /do/ experience. It's a largely quiet, tuneful performance until 
she starts throwing in some Randy notes and straining her voice just to show she's trying. So 
now the whole thing just sounds cheap. Randy loved it (and | love how | have unlocked the key 
to Randy Jackson, this is great). Paula dug the "vulnerability" which means the whole fakey-fake 
thing worked on her. Duh. What's surprising is that it also worked on Simon, who calls it her 
best performance so far. Mostly because it's the song he likes best (he thinks Brooke should 
have chosen it), but still. 


Chikezie's up next, and | wonder if he'll opt to run around the stage again in an attempt to keep 
last week's momentum going. He's singing "I've Just Seen A Face" (niiiice) and accompanying 
himself on harmonica. It first appears that Chikezie has Luther Vandrossed this song down into 
some slow jam, but then he breaks out that harmonica and the tempo races up and pretty soon 
he's speeding his way to the song's conclusion. He's pretty clearly trying to recapture the 
misdirection flavor of last week's performance, but it's too jarring a transition here, for one, and 
the second half just sounds like a garbled mess. Sad. Randy like the second, countrified part, 
but not the first part. Paula loved it, though; both parts. And finally, as if to complete the set, 
Simon says he liked the first part but not the second, when things turned into "Achy Breaky 
Heart." His words. Awesome. Too disjointed, is the verdict, and "gimmicky" as well. Can't say as 
| disagree. 


Ramiele enhances her reputation as friend-for-hire in her video clip, giving us a glimpse of the 
official version of backstage relationships: Brooke's the mom, David Cook is the big brother 
who makes her listen to Nickelback, and she sure seems to be hanging out with Kristy Lee a lot. 
Kiss of death! Ramiele is the kiss of death! Have the fates of Joanne, Kady, and Danny taught 
you nothing? Onstage...okay, she seriously looks like Asia'h, to a frightening degree, including 
her homage to Asia'h high-waisted-pant monstrosity of two weeks ago. She's singing "I Should 
Have Known Better" in an effort to not put the rest of us to sleep. It's a much better integration 
of the Randy notes with whatever version of "youthful" works on this show (stupid hats and 
bouncing around a lot, in this case) than she's done in the past couple weeks, even though it's 
not my absolute favorite thing in the world. | am very much looking forward to seeing Ramiele 
sing something non-Beatles next week. Not even the Randy notes were enough to make Mr. 
Jackson love it unreservedly, but he thought it was okay. Paula thinks it's still not as good as the 
Dusty Springfield song. Simon likes Ramiele a lot but thinks she chose a mediocre song and 
didn't sing it to the best of her ability. 
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Rundown: Amanda giving what was, in retrospect, one of the night's best performances; Kristy 
Lee sounding much better in rehearsals; David Archuleta being on a totally different show than 


everyone else; Michael being vaguely unappealing, yet again; Brooke having a sunshine-induced 
seizure; David Cook losing me, for a week; Carly doing herself no favors with the "horseface" 
crowd by wearing an actual wreath of roses around her neck; Jason being a weird little street 
performer; Syesha feeling a whole lot of emotions, none of which are real; Chikezie failing to 


catch lightning in a bottle; and Ramiele refusing to push that hair out of her face so we can see 
her pretty eyes. 


Join Jacob tomorrow for the results (and Pickler!). | figure it's Syesha and Kristy Lee again, 
unless Amanda's luck finally runs out. 


SEASON 7: TOP 11 RESULTS 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 23 | Aired on 03.18.2008 


Season 7: Top 11 Results - Much like Janis, Amanda is gone too soon. Unlike Janis, it's only “too soon" by a week or two. 


Note To Readers: There is a Lafayette in Indiana as well as Louisiana, and that's probably where 
Amanda wants to sing in a bar when she grows up. | actually should have known that, but 
thanks to all the readers who wrote in an (very politely) pointed out my dunderheadedness. As a 
way of making amends, | picked Purdue to beat Baylor this week in my bracket pool. 


So Ye Olde DVR didn't start recording tonight's episode until a few minutes into the show (Top 
Model and Survivor wait for no man), so | come in in the middle of Seacrest announcing the 
mentors for this season. Mariah Carey, he says. Andrew Lloyd Webber, he says. Neil Diamond 
(!!), he says. The prospects for Neil Diamond night are pretty well limitless, | think, though the 
elimination at the end of this episode dampens that a bit for me. | think | also saw a photo of 
Dolly Parton in there, which is something I've been waiting a long time for on this show. So 
awesome. 


Ryan then plugs this season's songwriter contest. Blah, blah, "This Is My Now," et cetera. 


Group Sing! | don't know if | can take the Top 11 singing "While My Guitar Gently Weeps." 
Apparently the rule for this song is that all the boys have to be seated while they sing in 
awkward pairs (David Cook and Jason are both trying so hard not to look smug/retarded that 
they're barely singing). Now everybody stands, and Brooke and Ramiele sing together, though | 
suspect Ramiele's mic isn't turned on because you can't hear her at all. They're on "Here, There, 
and Everywhere" now, and when it comes time for Kristy Lee, the cameraman totally stumbles 
and the frame goes all askew. | can't think of a less appropriate contestant for the camera to 
lose its shit over. Then it's back to sitting again, as the six girls take to the couch and sway. 
This is all go goddamned stupid. Get to Neil Diamond night already! Amanda could not have 
any less interest in singing right now. Does she know what's about to go down or is it just her 
usual baseline contempt for this whole process? | don't think she's alone in the latter. 


Ryan introduces the rundown from last night, and you know, see the weecap for that, but 
basically Michael Johns is still terrible, Syesha's fake emotion is more galling, and Jason Castro's 
twee abomination gets more hypnotizingly dorky every time | see it. Ryan then asks us to 
regard the furniture onstage. ...Wait, hold up...okay, | got it. Two sofas, three moon stools. The 
stools are for the Bottom Three and the couches are for the Top 10, and Ryan will not begin 
placing the contestants in their proper spots, like he's the world's most meticulously groomed 
Sorting Hat. First up? Brooke White (who looks effing gorgeous and pretty much erases my 
memory of that awful performance/outfit last night). She's totally safe, come on. Ryan has a 
little OCD moment when Brooke doesn't proceed to the exact right spot on the couches, but she 
rights herself before he has a panic attack. Then Carly, and Ryan reminds her that Simon didn't 
like her song choice. And apparently neither did the voting public because she's Bottom Three. 
Wow. | figured this would happen soon but not this week. The crowd boos, Randy and Paula 
strenuously object, and Carly manages to keep her hysterical crying fit at bay until she reaches 
her seat. Next? Archuleta. Totally safe. Then John Michael Australia, who | thought might be 
Bottom Three for such a shitty performance, but now that Carly's already there | bet he's safe. 
He totally thinks he's fucked but he won't back down from his song choice even when Ryan 
practically begs him to renounce "A Day In The Life." But what does it matter? He's safe. So with 
three people on the couch and our Carly gently weeping alone on the stools, Ryan says we'll get 
back to this later and sends us to commercials. 
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When we return, we don't get a pimpmercial so much as "Pimpmercial: Behind The Music." We're 
on location with the Top 11 somewhere in, it appears, the moors of England. Seriously, it's all 
lush and green and freezing cold. The plot of the video is that the contestants are...making a 
music video. In the 1950s. So everyone laughs and goofs around and huddles together to 
conserve body heat, and the video is some Plan 9 From Outer Space thing, which fits the 
pimpmercial theme because "So Bad It's Good" is kind of what they aspire to. That and making 
you want to buy a Ford. 


More elimination stuff! David Cook is up next. Ryan reminds him that Simon called him smug 
last night -- how does he respond to that? "I don't," David says...smugly? Stoicly? Simon 
appreciates the reaction either way. He may indeed be smug, but how do you answer that 
question besides being all cloyingly "I'm reeeeaally not!"? David will have time to figure it out, 
because he's safe. Kristy Lee Cook is...not safe. As she, and we, expected. She joins Carly at the 
stools while Jason Castro takes the stage. And holy shit is Jason a tiny kid. Almost shorter than 
Seacrest, and definitely slimmer. What a tiny wisp of a thing to be in the Top 10. He joins the 
others and freaks out with David and Michael about making the tour. Ramiele is next, and 
obviously with two of the three stools occupied she's totally safe because they won't name the 
third until they've gotten through everybody. Indeed, she's in the Top 10. She's also crept into 
the Top 10 of people who are annoying me with her whole little girl routine she pulls with Ryan. 
Pout and baby talk on your own time. So Carly and Kristy Lee get to stew some more while we 
go to commercial. 


After the break, it's the Segment That Will Kill Me Dead, the viewer questions. Let's get this over 
with. Almost all of the questions are for the judges rather than the contestants, which shows 
you just how compelling this year's crop really is. So Caller 1 bitches Simon out about his 
wardrobe, and the judges play slap-and-tickle for a while about that, and Ryan somehow lets us 
know that Simon's car is too cramped (...) and bleeeeeeehhhhh. The next question is about 
Simon and Paula's raging sexual chemistry. ...Next. Finally a question for a contestant, asking 
Ramiele what she's downloaded onto her iPod lately. The answer is some R. Kelly song. That's 
your second strike, kiddo. Next: Is Michael Johns's Idol experience everything he thought it 
would be. "And more" is Michael's cliché of an answer. Fascinating! He does actually say, 
"Apparently, | peaked in Hollywood," which is some nice self-awareness and humor, so I'll give 
him that. 
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So thank God that segment is over because next? Ohhhhh, next is Kellie Pickler. So the first 
thing you need to know is that Ryan Seacrest, for whatever reason, fucking hates Kellie Pickler. 
As he's introducing her, he pointedly mentions how she's "grown in so many ways since leaving 
us." So he's still talking about her boob job, then. And with burning hatred in his eyes to boot. 
We then get a MONDO GIANT video package of Kellie, of which | will say two things: she 
manages to look more cross-eyed now than she did before, as if any of us thought that was 
possible. She could be a McPoyle. The second thing is that her new haircut looks dynamite on 
her and she has generally stopped looking like a nightmare. She's another one, like Carly, who 
should always keep her hair straight. She takes the stage in an equally gorgeous red halter 
dress and sings that "Red High Heels” song that's been kicking around for a year now. The song 
itself seems to last for a year, giving Kellie plenty of time to cat around the judges’ table, trying 
to flirt with Simon (who is not entirely comfortable), then dancing in front of Randy...who 

is totally and creepily staring at her ass. And being really proud of himself for it. Randy Jackson, 
you disgust me. After she's finished, Ryan can't wait to tell her about all the ass-staring, 
because he is the Meanest Girl of all. But we knew that. 


Idol Gives Back update. Elliott Yamin and his backup band, The Veneers, join Fantasia and take 
a trip to Africa to see how our charity donations are doing. It's doing pretty well. Fighting 
malaria, feeding cute babies, comforting small children frightened that the Wolfman has come 
to visit. Good show, charity money! Oh, and a mother names her newborn baby "Elliott" just to 
make him cry. That was kind of awesome. Then Elliott leaves and the mom's like, "We're all clear 
that was a joke, right?" When we get back to the studio, Ryan tells us that this year's Idol Gives 
Back show will feature "Billy Crystal, Robin Williams, and Dane Cook." Dude, that is so genius! 
So unless we cough up money for charity, they're going to unleash Robin Williams and Dane 
Cook on us at the same time? That's the idea, right? That is brilliant, brilliant stuff. They'll make 
millions. 


Elimination time! Syesha's next, and as with Ramiele, we know she's safe because we're not at 
the end yet. Indeed, she's in the Top 10, so I guess that "Yesterday" performance paid off, then. 
So Chikezie and Amanda are all that's left, and honestly | could see either one going home, but 
that bad feeling | had about Amanda yesterday paired with the fact that she sang first (the new 
Death Slot this season) means | think it'll be her. And indeed, Chikezie is safe and Amanda joins 
her roommate Carly as well as Kristy Lee in the bottom three. 
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Ryan calls all three girls to the center of the stage: Carly looks petrified, Kristy Lee looks 
amused, just like last week, and Amanda looks like she can't decide whether she'd rather go 
home tonight and get it over with or stick around for a few weeks and be sentenced to a whole 
summer touring with Ramiele and Castro and Archuleta. After the break, Ryan sends Carly to 
the couches, to her great and honestly surprised relief. "Carly's Husband and Friends" are 
captioned, even though that's totally not the Tattoo Face that | know and love. 


Simon is called upon to validate the voting results, and he says America got it right again. 
Which...that's shooting fish in a barrel this week because he hated almost everybody. Kristy Lee, 
says Ryan, is...safe "for another week." Heh. Yeah, nobody's kidding themselves about her 
chances at this point. Amanda looks half-sad and half-relieved and assures Kristy Lee that "it's 
fine." Her video journey reminds me both why I enjoyed her (REO Speedwagon!) and why I was 
sometimes annoyed by her (devil horns upon devil horns), in equal measure. Also annoying me 
is the stupid Ruben sing-out song. I'll celebrate you home, buddy. She tells Ryan it's been a wild 
ride and finishing 11th out of everybody is pretty cool. The singout is kind of a mess -- once 
again she and the band are on completely different pages. Carly's weeping, of course, but 
nobody else looks super broken up. Ramiele's got dry eyes, so that should tell you something. 


So farewell, Amanda Overmyer. You'll probably be much happier at that bar back in Lafayette. 
Next week: more Beatles songs! No, not really. | think we've finally learned our lesson, right? 


THE YEAR YOU WERE AWFUL 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 24 | Aired on 03.24.2008 


Season Seven: Top 10 Performances - {Weecap} Sometimes everybody is terrible at the same time and you feel really bad 
about watching this show. And then comes an episode like this, and you wonder how it's possible to feel even worse. 


What was that t-shirt line in like 1990, early '80s, a goofy face with Tintin hair that went straight 
up? It was a line drawing that looked kind of like Doug. | never figured it out. | remember seeing 
Ellen wearing it so | thought it had to do with LA. Any case, Ryan's hair is looking more and 
more shellacked into that hair every week. Usually | want to pat him on the head but lately? Not 
without some kind of bleach-infused baby wipe or something handy. Also, Paula Abdul is 
wearing long black gloves and looks like a bad guy from Masters Of The Universe. 


The theme is The Year You Were Born. | remember this from last year and | said it would be 
"Magnet & Steel." | stand by that. In fact, on Saturday without even knowing or caring about this 
week's theme, I sang it to myself for my birthday. Ramiele was a troublemaker of a kid, anda 
biter. Cool. After she turned three, her mom tells us, she got her shit together and started 
singing karaoke. Then she and her mom both say debut the Pinoi way, "deboo," and settling a 
long-standing argument between me and my friend the Stove about whether or not that was a 
Filipino thing, a Canadian thing, or a Degrassi thing where the actors on Degrassi just don't 
know how to say it. (Shout-out to my girl Duana Taha! Represent!) Obviously it is the first one, 
but you can't tell Stove anything. | wonder if Ramiele also took a drug dealer to her debut and 
later fake-married him even though he caused a school shooting and gave everybody throat 
gonorrhea and made a teenage father kill himself and dated lesbians, like on that very awesome 
show. And if so, | wonder if she can introduce me to Spinner and Paige, the two secret loves of 
my entire life. 


Sadly, none of the above, but she sure can take a crap all over "Alone," last seen proving Carrie 
Underwood's worth on a stage much like this one, only smaller and not a space rocket. Her 
voice is thin at the beginning, not like she's starting at the bottom but more like she's nervous 
or not feeling it, and then the band comes in and it's not that great, and then she just kind of 
screams, and then she clashes with the backup singers, and then screeches and sounds like shit 
some more. Check out how Paula's totally going to say how cute she looks, first thing. And | 
mean, she's pretty cute but she's not looking particularly cute tonight. 


Randy laughs nervously and notes that she is ill, and he is ill, but that doesn't excuse her awful 
perf... mean, hold up. Because Paula looks easily fifty times spookier and crazier and stupider 
than ever before. I'm talking silver mesh one-shoulder top, long black gloves, weird battle pony, 
and her makeup is like, her makeup...she looks mentally ill, like someone has been hitting her 
in the face. She also seems to be ill physically. One "big voice/tiny girl" later, and then Simon's 
like, "It wasn't as bad as Randy said." It was worse, Simon. Come on. He tells her that the 
shrieking was pretty bad, but then, she was totally appalling last week too and got through it, 
so whatever. Ramiele smiles like that was a compliment, because she is sick and doesn't know 
what the hell is going on. Randy says that Simon is going to understand how totally crap it was, 
after the fact, but can't co-sign Simon's statement that at least it wasn't as bad as last week. 
Ramiele baby-talks and it's stupid and let's do this already. 
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Jason can't pronounce "Aries," and also it's his birthday. When he was a baby, he was freakishly 
beautiful, in case that shocks you. He goes on to talk at length and it is very hard to listen to, 
because Jason Castro is kind of boring and | don't know that he has the talking kind of 


intelligence. | bet he's a fucking master at hugs, though. He then sings my very favorite Sting 
song, "Fragile." Let me give it a listen. Well, it's kind of earnest, and | still don't think he 
understands like every single word of the song, but at least he's not grinning like a fucking 
asshole for no reason, like last week. Instead, he's singing the chorus twice in Spanish like an 
asshole for no reason. He still has one of the best voices and as far as him getting it, the "it" 
being like light and sound and the world and stuff, | try to grade on a curve. There's obviously 
something that he's good at, and he has discovered it. I'd toss a fiver in his guitar case at least. 


Randy is like, "Yet again that was quite nice." Paula says the same thing in crazy talk. Simon 
tells him this is his second bad week in a row, and mentions that it was total buskery. It was 
clumsy, too laid back, and too much up his own ass. Please, they all three beg, and I do too, 
that he will...Sara Ramirez! AIEEEE! | LOVE YOU SO MUCH! ["Seriously, that's how | reacted to 
that too. Way to sit in the audience and show up the entire program, girl." -- Joe R] Sorry. What 
were we talking about? Oh, | don't know. Neither does Jason. Ryan asks if he understands what 
the judges just said to him a moment ago, and Jason is like, "Seriously? Not really. Did they say 
something? Where am I?" Okay, kid. Get some rest. 


Syesha was born, verbatim, "in Bridgeport CT on a cold winter's day on January 22, 1987. Heh 
heh heh." You can either be born in Connecticut, or you can be born on a "cold winter's day," 
but if you do both you're a certain kind of jerk. She also does the baby cry thing again, and she 
still thinks it's cute. | have no patience for these children today, | need to be nicer. | just can't. 
"I'm still a kid! | have a mellow side and a mature side! | am also goofy! Just crazy!" She's the 
least cute cute girl | have ever seen in my life. | used to think she was boring but now | just 
think she's Carly with a better voice. 


And I mean, it's a much better voice. One of the best in the group. Her "If | Were Your Woman" 
is very lovely, technically proficient, beautiful, controlled, pushes every button you are 
supposed to push. It's practiced and impassioned, in a fake way. And it is very, very boring, and 
reminds me of why | used to hate this show until this year. Because -- she's going to be going 
on for a while, | can already tell, so let's talk -- | am very excited about the show this year. | 
enjoy watching it. | watch the ones I'm not recapping, brother. That's intense. | mean, I'm not 
picking up the phone or trolling the David Cook thread or anything, but I'm down. And then 
there's Syesha. Randy tells us how great it was, and Paula says it's about how memorable it was 
and how she has flipped the script on America and everything, and says it was pitch perfect and 
brilliant, and it was. Simon tells her that we have found her limits. And | guess so? But she 
didn't break the limit or anything, it was awesome, and Paula is weirdly right. Ryan notes that 
Paula knew it was a home run from the first note, which answers the question of what does 
Ryan do inside the cuckoo clock when he's not popping out at you. He watches Paula. | would 
have rather watched Paula than that lovely, boring performance. 
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Chikezie! His song selection journey this week was pretty crazy because he was "tore apart" last 
time he did a ballad, but the band and Byrd and everybody told him to follow his heart and not 
the judges' recommendations. The song he will be singing, "If Only One Night," resonates 
deeply with him. He was born at the end of September to totally cute parents. He is adorable 
squirming around during the interview, simultaneously chilled and wiggly at once. And the 
song? Technically beautiful, he has a great voice and he's really charismatic, but it's a boring as 
hell song, and the Muzak of the strings and the big notes and the whatever. What | would not 
give for a banjo at this moment in time. He doesn't even have to include it in the song, he could 
like, throw it at a target while he was singing and get $50 for charity every time. Or he could 
throw the banjo at Kristy Lee Cook and | will give him $50. Because | have heard a thing, not 
having watched the episode yet, about the Colonel, and if it is true, | am going to fucking. 
Freak. Out. 


Randy tells him that it was boring and uninteresting and old-school, and also old-school, and 
not the creative Chikezie of years past. Paula, again, is stuck on how great he sounded. Girl, we 
are so past that. Simon agrees: cheesy, no touching the audience like fucking Clay Aiken, and 
Chikezie talks back again about how he is singing for the audience and isn't that beautiful, and 
Simon's not fucking buying that donkey for one hot minute, and then calls him a copycat. Eze, if 
you had let it go he would have stopped at cheesy, but no. Chikezie, make it easy on Chikezie! 


Brooke was born June 2, a Gemini, the eldest of four. Her mother is freaking gorgeous, and they 
tell a story about how Brooke did the whole weird thing piano kids do with the playing by ear 
instantly like a freak. Do you ever think about how you might be freaky good at something that 
won't be invented for many years? | bet you are. That kind of sucks for you, actually. I'm sorry | 
brought it up. I'm sorry this episode is happening, and I'm sorry I'm telling you about it. Let's 
just pretend it never happened, okay? 


"Every Breath You Take." Brooke starts at just a tiny little, a bijoux tiny amount of off. What is 
that, like a half-step? She gets it immediately and starts over, which she can do because it's just 
her and piano at the beginning. It's not perfect, but it's not like it's going to cost her votes, 
because her Brookeness | think has transcended the actual performances to a certain extent. 
Her voice sounds like Brooke's voice, which means it's totally beautiful, and her timing and 
phrasing are nothing special or out of the ordinary. Which kind of bums me out, because it's 
like...the creepiest song in the universe. ["Ask me sometime about when I was a kid and 
thought that song was about God. Which probably explains why I'm no longer religious. 
Anyway..." -- Joe R] And Brooke is like the opposite of that. She is the uncreepiest thing in the 
universe, and when they meet, there should be an explosion, and instead it's like at the Four 
Seasons when the girl plays the piano. Technically beautiful and totally boring. The difference 
between her and everybody else tonight is that | might listen to it again. 
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Randy tells her the hiccup at the beginning was "professional," Paula tells her it was way better 
than last week, and then babbles on more and more about some true shit, and Brooke kind of 
half-interrupts like she does, and Simon tells her she should have stuck with the piano and not 
had the band join in. Which, | don't know. | think it was just crappy, in terms of the tone of the 
song, which was never going to work. But Simon knows it was good enough. Ryan also 
congratulates her on starting over to make it more perfect from note one, and all the judges 
jump in to tell her that she actually did the right thing by starting over. It certainly made it all 
sound more real and like something was actually happening. But | agree with Brooke too about 
how it was not optimal. Also, she is dressed in a black ruffly Kellie Martin shirt and looks like 
Laura Ingalls of the Damned. 


Michael Johns is Australian, his family is Australian, he's a Libra, he sings a stupid song and 
makes a hideous face and talks about tennis some more, and | think at the very end of his video 
package comes to a stern revelation about how deeply boring he is, as a human being. His face 
goes dead like the Smiler. And then he sings "We Will Rock you," which makes me want to die of 
course, and then | think | finally understand what all the people were talking about five weeks 
ago about how he is sexy. I think | kind of get it. Too bad he's singing Queen so it balances out. 
He is a Libra in that he sucks and also does not suck, both at once. And then it's a medley! Of 
Queen! He has it out for me! This is the kind of shit that | am talking about! "We Are The 
Champions." | know he isn't going anywhere, but man, if he got eliminated tonight and had to 
sing this, | think that | would cry with joy. That's too funny. 


The crowd, all hyped up on the insane strobes and Close Encounters lightshow, freaks out way 
more than necessary, because they are dealing with some stuff that we, on the outside of the 


TV, did not have to deal with. Randy and Paula are not immune; Simon tells him this is the first 
time Michael has shown any star potential, which is exactly right. "You looked like a 
frontperson; you were confident.” And even with the crazy lights aside, | don't disagree with 
him that this was the first good performance of the night. Plus, big ups on getting hot. 


Carly Smithson is a total fucking dork, and | cannot stand it anymore. 


Carly Smithson is like watching an entire Dungeons & Dragons League or Troupe or whatever 
try to have a conversation on the local news. | can't even ...when she was a kid she had hair. 
That's literally all | got out of it because I had to jump up and make my bed just to get away. 
She makes my skin crawl. She's like Lady Morgue with an awesome voice, but what she does 
with the voice -- singing that dork anthem "Total Eclipse Of The Heart,” naturally -- is chase you 
down the street toward your house while trying to convince you that Sailor Moon is actually 
really interesting, and then beating you around the head and neck with her voice while 
screaming. Randy says it was "just okay," and Paula says that it was awesome because it was 
from the year Carly was born. That's literally what she effing says. Randy's like, "It was out of 
tune!" Paula says, "No it wasn't because it was from the year she was born!" Then she takes a 
wee nap on her stupid-ass gloves. Simon says it was way less enjoyable than it needed to be. 
Meanwhile, on stage, Carly starts making little cuts on her arms because she is Desperation 
Personified, and then she and Ryan talk about going to the bathroom. Cool. 
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Archuleta. Ryan's like, "People think you're gay. This is something | have been dealing with for a 
while, so I'm going to walk you through it with a minimum of awkwardness and total suavity, 
because | have the key to defeat this misapprehension. By the time we are done here, you will 
have people scoffing that anybody ever thought you were gay, just like with me. | have got this 
one covered." What occurs next is not fit for human eyes, but let's just say it involves making 
not only David but the poor little girl sitting with David's Dad out in the audience both nearly 
barf from the fear and total awkwardness that Ryan will never understand, because he thinks 
that's just how life is. Then poor little soulless wind-up David Archuleta tries to tell us about 
himself, but all that there is to him is the voice, so instead he just names his siblings and then 
shows us a video of him dancing with his sister when he was little, and Ryan comes back to this 
fantasy Prom date he has invented for David, and it's weird, and finally the song. 


"The Voice" is not a song with which | am familiar, shockingly enough, but | could believe that 
David wrote it. "We're all someone's daughter or someone's son/ Please don't shoot another 
person with a gun/ Aaaaaaaah Oooooooh/ We are not going to live in silence or in fear/ The 
thing about daughters or whatever again/ Please don't shoot each other." /do/ gives back every 
fucking second thanks to this kid. The funny thing about his performance this week is that it 
totally sucks in a way that has nothing to do with the stupid sucky song. The pitch is off, he 
misses like ten notes altogether, and then screams. Randy calls it a strange choice, but it 
proved that David sings songs. Paula doesn't know the song either because it is Australian, and 
laughs that he didn't pick an American composer, which would make sense except for the 
two-week ass-beating by the Beatles we all just went through. Simon points out that the 
performance totally sucked and was like a theme park show surrounded by animated creatures. 
Um, just like every week? Simon says it's not him, and then totally calls David's scary Dad out 
for picking that shitty message song for his son in between beatings. 


Kristy Lee Cook. Here we motherfucking go. KLC says that her parents won't tell her any details 
about her birth, I'm assuming because Ruth Gordon was involved, or else just because they're 
as bummed about it happening as we are. She tells us about this one time that she wore a 


bathing suit. Why are these people so boring? What the hell? She's like, "Eventually | stopped 
annoying my family." That's nice that they let her think that. 
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Even Ryan has a hard time keeping his salad down when introducing the following monstrosity: 
"Singing 'God Bless The USA,' Kristy Lee Cook." And she does the fucker right, dude, with like 
red white and blue shit happening everywhere and a serious no-kidding stars and garters flag 
waving in the background. She heads over to one side of the stage and saves some puppies 
from Nazis and knits a doily for our boys in Iraq and paints a sign saying "Cancer Is Bad," and 
then on the other side of the stage, Our Lord Jesus Christ gives her a high five and he's like, 
"Remember that time | was walking on the beach and then there were those footprints? Thanks, 
Kristy Lee Cook." 


America is awesome. When you trot out this bullshit sentimental warmed-over brainless hateful 
crap, you are seriously disconnecting yourself from America and why it's great. It's like Hallmark 
cards: the opposite of caring. You cannot let somebody else tell you what your heart says. Just 
by singing this song, the Colonel is saying that she hates America. The real America that is 
made with blood and bravery and strength and love, the real America that demands that you 
draw your circle as wide as you can and spend every day serving it with your hands, that goes 
right out the fucking window when you pass the buck to some stupid shit song like this. And 
you know who eats it up, because it's always the same fucking people that eat this vomit, are 
the people who are too lazy to think about America or love her in the first place. | hate this 
fucking song, | hate this stupid girl, and I hate that this is happening, because my whole theory 
about how this show reflects the wider culture cuts both ways and | don't want to think about 
that. These are our people and they deserve to be loved, but I'll be damned if I'm going to let 
anybody tell me that this is the best that we can be. We are more than this. 


And the funny thing is, it was her best performance, musically. Randy takes it that way, Paula 
takes it the idiotic way you knew she would -- "poignant" and "reverent" are two words she uses 
-- and Simon calls it "the most clever song choice I've heard in years." Word, and gross, but 
whatever. She sang it good. Ignorance and unthinking sentimentality are the very idolatry that 
keeps America in the mud, but hey. She got ‘er done. 


| have never looked so forward to David Cook in my life. Born a Sagittarius (duh) in 1982 witha 
giant stupid head like a melon monster, and his parents took pictures of him every five 
seconds. His hair has never once looked good in his whole life, but at least we know his head 
started out that size. Singing Chris Cornell's version of "Billie Jean," it begins: tuneless and sad 
and exactly like every other song he's ever sung. Which is to say that it's dependable and takes 
a while to get started. | don't want to compare him to DAUGHTRY because that goes to a "cover 
of a cover" place, which the show is finally over worrying about and which was never the point 
in the first place, but in terms of him taking any old song and doing it exactly the way that he 
does all songs, that's very DAUGHTRY. And | suppose if you've not heard a lot of music in your 
lifetime, this is probably very interesting, but to me it just sounds like a chopped and screwed 
version of a pretty distinctive song that manages to leach everything enjoyable out of the 
original (the original-original, | mean) and turn it into a big fucking wizard rock show like every 
other time. Lots of screaming and dirgelike stomping. | wanted to smack him last week with the 
rock-god poses and everything, but this is almost worse just because it's so boring, for no good 
reason. 
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The judges: brave, and original. And it was neither, it was exactly what he's been doing all 
along. Kind of like how "You Give Love A Bad Name" was boring for me with Blake, because it's 
that same kind of unsubtle deal where it's the same thing you always do, turned up to eleven so 
that people who are on the fence or I guess not onto the game are like, "Now | get on the 
bandwagon because | understand what you are doing here.” And just like with Blake, it's kind of 
disappointing because "Hello" was so very good, and Brooke's falling apart after "Battlefield" to 
a certain extent, so maybe this isn't the year after all. Maybe next year is when the future starts. 
| am getting so tired of waiting! Maybe next week is the future, though. That's a possibility too. 
| still have a great deal of faith in David Cook nevertheless. I'm just going to be staring at my 
new Harold & Kumar 2 poster until he fixes this. You know the one. 


Rewind! Ramiele was "Alone" with her illness and her voice that went, regrettably, "bye-bye," 
with Ramiele, also regrettably, to possibly follow; Jason Castro proved how "Fragile" his charms 
might end up; Syesha sang a very shocking-elimination joint; Chikezie went backwards to his 
boring self; Brooke did the second-worst she's ever done; Michael Johns did his best with what 
God and Queen gave him, which also meant going back to when he was good; Carly was a total 
eclipse of enjoyment; David Archuleta might never recover from the past three weeks; KLC can 
eat an entire bag of dicks with Thousand Island; David Cook managed to be unoriginally 
original yet again. Maybe this was the worst episode of the whole series, maybe last week holds 
that privilege, but | really hope next week is awesome. | just started liking this show! 


SEASON 7: TOP 10 RESULTS 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 25 | Aired on 03.25.2008 


Season 7: Top 10 Results - Chikezie pays the ultimate price for boring us, then making us care, then boring us again. 


You know who's thinking he's pretty goddamned cool this week? Ryan Seacrest, is who. He 
stalks along the line of would-be eliminatees like Bret Michaels on a Sunday evening, then 
actually makes them wait for it before launching into the most dramatically drawn-out 
"This...(...)(...) is American Idol!" yet. So it's gonna be one of those nights, eh, Seacrest? Don't 
test me. 


So there were some votes cast last night, there are some judges here tonight, and somebody's 
going home. You know how the results show rolls. Paula is sadly not dressed for a wrestling 
match tonight (instead opting for her junior prom ensemble), so there's nothing to report on 
that front. And I'm certainly not going to talk about the songwriter competition. So | guess we 
just jump right into the group sing, then. They're singing "Right Back Where We Started From," 
and | always find it appropriate when they sing songs that belong in movie trailers, so we're off 
to a good start. I'll note that whoever choreographs these numbers has developed a major 
cocaine habit, because these guys are all over the place. They're running all over the stage, 
doing high kicks, The Twist, The Bump, David Cook and Michael Johns are chest-bumping 
(which David thinks makes him so terribly cool that he shoots some devil horns). Then Carly 
starts twirling a flaming baton; Chikezie rides a unicycle across the stage while juggling; David 
and Michael hoist Kristy Lee horizontally in the air while everyone else limbos under her; Syesha 
and Brooke spin wildly with snakes in their hands, hoping the Lord will keep them from getting 
bitten. Before Paula can scream "It's all for you, David Archuleta" and jump to her death off the 
top of the stage rigging, the number comes to a merciful close. Wow, that was some stuff that 
just happened. | need a commercial break just to collect myself. 


When we return, Ryan explains to us about how the songs this year have been made available 
on iTunes, even though they haven't been able to chart, because that would give away the 
relative popularity of the Idols. Which | don't entirely buy, but I'm cool with keeping the rest of 
us in the dark because oh holy God do I not care. But Ryan assures us that the Idol kids would 
probably take up the top 5 slots in iTunes if they were allowed to chart, so let that one sink into 
your chests for just a moment. But anyway, since iTunes is graciously bending the rules for this 
show, this show is giving back (this show /oves to give back!) in the form of a mini-infomercial 
about how awesome iTunes is. Yeah. Steve Jobs can cut me a check and then I'll recap this 
advertorial in full, but suffice it to say: we take a trip to the studio where the Idol kids get to 
record full-length versions of their songs. Ramiele (in that increasingly irritating baby voice of 
hers) expresses a clear preference for Michael, Jason, and David Cook. Hysterically, David 
Cook's like, "Yeah, when I'm sitting around wondering what alt-rock thing I'm gonna do toa 
song, | usually check iTunes and see what other bands have done." It's not hysterical because 
David's been hiding that fact (he's been way more upfront about that than, say, Daughtry was), 
but because the judges keep ignoring it. Carly, equally hysterically, pretends she's never been 
in a studio before, what with its weird buttons and strange lingo. Then the whole thing devolves 
into closeups of iPods and MacBooks and whatever. | prefer my Apple ads with 100% more 
Justin Long, so this whole segment can suck it. 
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Ryan presents the rundown from last night: Michael Johns was good. Ish. | guess | must truly, 
irredeemably hate him, because that performance kind of did nothing for me. Ramiele went and 
picked a good song for immeasurably dumb reasons and got shown the hell up for it. Tellingly, 


however, we only get a clip of Paula's praise for the performance. Hmm. Carly and Syesha 
continued to follow Randy's "Belt, bitch!" directives. Chikezie touched the crowd with his hands 
while Jason touched them with his emotions, people. David Archuleta got Up With Epcot and 
Simon found it all too cutesy. No one ever said that man was not a fickle bitch. We see David 
backstage insisting that he chose that dumb-ass song himself and not his Scary Stage Dad like 
Simon seemed to be suggesting. Brooke started to go for some Tori Amos deconstruction of 
"Every Breath You Take” but didn't have the stomach for it. Kristy Lee Cook actually did have the 
stomach to make the most bald-faced plea for votes yet with "God Bless The U.S.A." And then 
David Cook did that thing he does that drives people crazy, in all directions, and once again 
was one of the very few people this season who | look forward to seeing. 


But who's going home? Same deal as last week: couches for the safe ones, stools for the Bottom 
Three. First out is Chikezie, and while you think Ryan won't send the first person out to the 
stools like that, you don't know the trickery of one Ryan Seacrest, because Chikezie: Bottom 
Three. Brooke is safe, and once again she goes to the wrong spot on the couch, though this 
time she corrects herself before Ryan has another OCD fit. Carly is out next -- and | should note 
that they've finally got her looking good on a night when it won't mean anything votes-wise -- 
and she and Ryan have an awfully interesting misconception they need to clear up. A word to 
everybody who pretty much thought it was set in stone that Carly was pregnant: she's not. She 
gets kind of excuse-y about it, saying that the rumors weighed a lot on her mind last night, but 
she quickly redeems herself by joking that she was wearing a whole lotta Spanx last night to 
make sure she looked extra slim. Ryan asks Paula if she's familiar with the Spanx, and Paula, 
partially off-mic, says that Simon is. Dude, Paula, if we coulda heard that, it would have KILLED. 
| admit: | am a sucker for a good Spanx joke. Anyway, Carly is safe and she's thrilled, and she 
runs over to Brooke and tackles her with a big, screaming hug. | love her. 


-- Page 3 -- 


After the break, we get a pimpmercial set to "| Want You To Want Me." The plot: the Idols have 
been silkscreened onto t-shirts and such, but they come ALIVE WITH MUSIC and sing for us. 
Man, if nobody's going to dress up like the Easter Bunny or anything, why are we even 
bothering? 


Back to the results: David Archuleta admits he might have gotten "carried away" with his 
performance last night, which...| don't know what that means. He turned the teddy-bear stuff to 
eleven instead of letting it simmer at about an eight? Whatever. He's safe. David Cook is told 
that Chris Cornell "loved" David's version of his version of "Billie Jean." | was about to be all "As 
if Chris Cornell watches this show," but honestly the idea that Chris Cornell watches Idol every 
week kind of appeals to me. David Cook: safe. Next out is Syesha, with her giant scarf and 
earrings eating her head. She's in the bottom three, which she takes well. Better than last time, | 
guess. Michael Johns comes out, gets the business end of Ryan's A-game flirting, and is told 
he's safe. So Syesha and Chikezie -- their smiles in defiance of Seacrest's worldview -- are in the 
Bottom Three. Who else? Dude, wait about a half-hour. 


Viewer Questions! Okay, here's where you, the reader, and I, the recapper, need to come to an 
understanding. You don't care about this segment and neither do I. So if | take a few liberties 
with the questions being asked and perhaps start wandering into my own head and making 
things up entirely, you won't call me on it. Cool? Cool. So the first question is for 
AAAAAAHHHHHHH!! Oh my GOD, you have got to warn me before you cut to Constantine in the 
audience like that! Also, why is Gina Glocksen sitting next to him dressed up like Sally Bowles? 
Is this a regional theatre thing? Because: pass. Anyway, some lonely cat lady asks Chikezie if 
he's single. He's like, "Yeah, but send a pic first." Next question for Archuleta: "Did you really 
choose that song last night? Also, has your father stopped beating you yet?" David: "To the first 
part: totally! Why won't you believe my many, many protestations? To the second part: Yes. | 


mean, no! | mean...hey! No fair!" And now I'm skipping all of the other questions to deal with 
one Ryan doesn't choose: "You two flirt all the time. When will you admit you like each other?" 
That one's addressed to Simon and...Paula. Somewhere in the world, Chris Cornell is like, "Mmm 
hmm." Anyway, so Simon gets asked if it isn't true that Ryan Seacrest is an utterly worthless 
waste of space (Simon: "Pretty much, yeah."), and Brooke says the one artist she'd like to 
collaborate with is John Mayer (ha!), and then Simon reluctantly cops to being the most 
attractive person on the show. He will be if he kills this segment, going forward. 
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Kimberly Locke! Okay, so I didn't watch the second season of this show when it first ran, but 
that "8th World Wonder" song was a total guilty pleasure of mine, and watching /do/ Rewind, | 
can tell she probably would have been my favorite. | also probably would have hated Simon 
Cowell to this day if I'd watched that season because oooooh, he was so mean to her! Anyway, 
she was on the show, got a killer makeover, almost won except people had lost their minds 
about Ruben and Clay that year (glad that's passed), had one lonely radio hit (which production 
totally effs up so we barely get to hear it), opened a restaurant, lost a bunch of weight, and 
from the sounds of it she went and recorded some kind of gay disco anthem. Way to go, Kim! 
So she performs for everyone, and it's a lovely, if boring, ballad. | guess it would've been too 
much to hope for the gay disco anthem. Kim's newly svelte self is poured into what | can only 
describe as her dress for the Inaugural Ball. | guess she just wants to be ready in case she gets 
the call. Anyway: yay, Kim Locke! 


Oh, | should mention that the New York affiliate here apparently thinks there's a huge 
controversy over David Cook, even though he's said the words "Chris Cornell" like a billion 
times already. Go back to demonizing prostitutes, will you please? 


Idol Gives Back update: it's still going to happen. Consider yourselves up to speed. 


More results! Ryan calls out...Ramiele. Okay, all at once there are about six or seven things in 
play here. One being that, same as last week, they need to get through the whole group before 
they fill that last spot in the Bottom Three. On the other hand, Ramiele sang first this week, 
which has been a total curse. On the other other hand, the Ann Wilson Good Luck Charm has 
been so reliable it's even saved Kady Malloy. In the end, the Heart boon holds true, and Ramiele 
is safe. Dude, this girl could be trouble. 


So finally we're down to Kristy Lee and Jason Castro, and it becomes immediately clear that 
she's safe and he's Bottom Three. For about a billion reasons, the most obvious being the fact 
that if Jason weren't Bottom Three, he'd have been called twenty minutes ago. Indeed, that's the 
case, as Kristy Lee's mind-bogglingly cynical ploy had paid off and she's full-on safe. Even she's 
like, "Dude, sorry. | was out of options." Jason, for his part, manages to walk the "no worries" 
walk and essentially backs up the whole stoner image he's projecting. Ryan tells him to stick 
around at center stage and calls Syesha and Chikezie over. Randy and Paula object to these 
three being up for the booting, but Simon plays his "I told you so card" and blames crappy song 
choice for all three. Jason says he's not surprised to be here, as he figured out the same thing | 
did once it was down to him and Kristy Lee. Ryan's suspenseful silence just makes Jason babble 
all the more. Ryan lets him go on, and it's pretty funny, and then Ryan cuts him off to tell him 
he's safe. Hee hee. Okay, Ryan, you get that one. 
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So Chikezie and Syesha...after the break. We return, and without making this into a whole big 
thing: Syesha is safe, and she is incredibly insincere in her reaction to the whole thing. I'm not 


sure what | expected out of her, but she fully paused before taking this big dramatic inhale and 
looking all shocked. Like, either you were going home or you weren't. You had a whole 
commercial break to get used to the idea of either one. Chikezie takes it all pretty well, and for 
once the Ruben singout seems appropriate rather than lame. Well...appropriately lame, but still. 
| really, really liked Chikezie that one time, with all the running around, but | had no use for him 
at any other point, so I'm totally fine with his going home. Take it Eze, dude. | mean, take 
it...you know what | mean. 


Next week: Dolly Parton (which is awesome) and her giant, scary new face (decidedly less 
awesome). See you then! 


SEASON 7: TOP 9 PERFORMANCES 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 26 | Aired on 03.31.2008 


Season 7: Top 9 Performances - Simon proves as prickly as he ever is when faced with a night full of country music, even 
when that music was written by the incomparable Dolly Parton. 


Okay, so anybody who was successfully taken in by Ryan Seacrest's clever April Fool's ruse that 
tonight's episode would be postponed in favor of a celebrity edition of Moment of Truth, | 
regret to inform you that your voting privileges have been revoked for the remainder of the 
season. Sorry, Kristy Lee Cook. 


We've got nine performances and "only" one hour tonight, so we speed through the judges’ 
introductions (including a sweater-clad Randy Jackson -- so nice of you to join us, Dr. Cosby!) 
and get right to tonight's mentor...Miss Dolly Parton. Now, | promised Potes that I'd go easy on 
Dolly, which is a weird thing for me to say considering | totally love her. But I'd seen her lately, 
and between the unnaturally skinny waist and her giant, clown-painted head, Dolly was starting 
to look a little bit like a caricature drawing. However, | am happy to report that she looks just 
fine tonight. The hair's still big and beautiful, as are other things, and she's thankfully lost not a 
bit of that sparkling personality. In truth, I'm secretly hoping she kidnaps David Archuleta and 
takes him to Dollywood to raise as her own. 





Brooke's up first, and she'll be performing "Jolene." Oh good! (And good job elbowing David 
Cook out of the way -- | love the guy, but him trying to do the superb Jack White version of this 
song would not have turned out well.) Dolly compliments her honesty, and Brooke gushes about 
Dolly. On stage, she's accompanied by a fiddle player, a backup singer, and some dude 
thumping on a box. She totally stole Chikezie's arrangement, didn't she? The performance 
is...okay. It's funny, because my initial reaction to Brooke's song choice was that | hoped she 
didn't turn it into yet another Brooke Piano Ballad, when the fact is, this song would have 
sounded dynamite as a Brooke Piano Ballad. As it stands, she's singing up-tempo, but seated 
with her guitar, which leaves the energy of the performance kind of floating around ina 
no-man's land. Her voice sounds tentative, too. Not my favorite performance. Randy didn't love 
it either, but he thinks this is her kind of music. Paula praises her consistence then rambles on 
about nothing for a while, which has gotta be driving Ryan crazy, what with the pressure to get 
this overstuffed show in under and hour. Brooke sucks up to Paula by complimenting her 
hairdo, which: a) way to waste your energy sucking up to Paula, and b) Paula's hair is kind of 
looking Carly-ish tonight, with the giant Mom volume. Simon didn't detect any emotion (yeah, 
me neither) and says it sounded like she was "busking" her way through the song. | do love it 
when Simon learns a new word. He also makes a crack at the Triplets of Belleville-esque backing 
ensemble. No mention is made of Brooke's high-waisted pants. 
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Back from the break, David Cook is on the cola stools with Ryan. He's smiling, which means 
blood vessels are popping amongst his hater population. He's also cut his hair a bit, which 
flatters him. It seems like we have to spell it out once AGAIN that David's re-jiggerings of 
"Elanor Rigby" and "Billie Jean" and such are actually other bands' rejiggerings, despite the fact 
that he's been acknowledging this all along. Man, they really shouldn't have gotten rid of 
Stripper Hernandez so soon; these new "controversies" are so goddamn dull. Anyway, the point 
is that David performance of "Little Sparrow" tonight actually jis an original arrangement of his. 
In rehearsals, Dolly praises David's certainty and confidence. You can tell there's a tiny part of 
her that's going, "Well okay...that's one way to go," but she's also very excited about it and she's 
careful to say that David usually hits the mark when he does this kind of thing. And she's right, 


of course. David's back on my good side with this one. Dolly Parton week was a good draw for 
him, because with Dolly's songs, it's the songwriting that's the brilliant part, and they're 
malleable to different arrangements. Randy Jackson enjoyed it and...okay, sorry, | lied when | 
said there wasn't anything else to say about the judges, because not only does Paula have giant 
mom hair but she also has this humungous purple flower at the low point of her neckline. There 
absolutely has to be a microphone in there, right? Or one of those Dateline hidden cameras? Is 
Simon spitting in Ryan's hair gel? Only Paula's spy flower knows! Anyway, Randy compliments 
David's "range" (HA!), Paula says she likes his haircut (I really hate it when we're on the same 
page), and Simon is impressed that he made a song about sparrows seem compelling. Now you 
know | hate trying to delve into Simon's psyche, because that's a dark and winding hall of 
mirrors indeed, but that's twice in three weeks now that he's slammed songs with birds in the 
title. Please, please, PLEASE let Jason Castro sing that "Mock- YEAH! Ing - YEAH! Bird - YEAH!" 
song next week so we can see if this truly is an issue with him. 


The first thing Dolly notices about Ramiele is that she's so tiny. Tinier than even Dolly herself. 
She also notes how totally scared she was, which makes me sad, because it means Dolly hasn't 
caught wise to the squeaky-baby act yet. | really think I've crossed over into actively disliking 
Ramiele, which makes it all the weirder that | kind of enjoyed her performance of "Do | Ever 
Cross Your Mind." She does a better job of integrating the power notes with the rest of the song 
than she's done lately, so it doesn't feel disjointed. She's energetic and plays to the crowd 
without being annoying about it. She's kind of lost in the great big sea that is this show's 
aircraft carrier of a stage, but | honestly think that could be because she's so small. So | guess 
there's a good reason everybody keeps bringing it up. Randy gives it a 6.5 out of 10, which is 
an upgrade for him. Paula liked it even better than that, but Simon found it forgettable and 
cruise-shippy. Which...fair enough. But an improvement, as far as Ramiele is concerned. 
Speaking of which, she's jettisoned the baby voice with Ryan in favor of some Jason-esque 
stoner ramblings. It's better, trust me. 
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Dude, Judy Greer's joined the Mac/PC Apple ad team? And the Cavemen were the ones who got 
their own sitcom?? 


Ryan and Jason are on the cola stools, talking about the weirdo stalker postcards he's been 
getting from lonely housewives before Ryan kicks it to the videotape. We see that Jason is barely 
taller than Dolly, and almost as skinny to boot. Dolly, bless her, actually takes two handfuls of 
dreadlocks as she greets him. Not for all the bud in Oregon, would I do that. He's singing 
"Travelin' Thru," the song Dolly did for Transamerica, which fits his style remarkably well. Dolly 
says she even detected a bit of Jason stretching himself beyond his well-defined limits, which 
means she's either been watching the show or she fakes it well. I'm not so sure about the 
stretching his limits, but within the boundaries of what Jason does, he does this song very well. 
Still too much of the side-to-side bobbing around that makes him look like an insipid child, but 
he really seems to have taken Simon's directive to take things more seriously to heart, as he's 
really throwing himself into this one. As much as a folky-dorky kid like Jason can throw himself 
into anything. Randy thought Jason improved by the end and "worked it out." Paula thinks it was 
one of his strongest performances, mostly because he finally let his voice go instead of doing 
that fakey swallowing-his-breath Dave Matthews thing (agreed...damn it, Paula!). Simon didn't 
like it, in part, it sounds, because he hated the song. He admits this puts him at risk of losing 
his season pass to Dollywood. Some might be able to forgive him because it's Later Dolly, but 
hell, | really like that song, so consider that pass revoked, Mister. He says a whole bunch of 
things about the song not fitting Jason's style and it not being one of his better performances 
that make me wonder what the Jason Castro in his head looks and sounds like. 


Carly...well Carly will be singing "Here You Come Again," which is the exception that proves the 
rule about Dolly. She didn't write this song, but | don't know if I'll be able to listen to it without 
hearing Dolly's signature twang in my head. Dolly's too kind in her praise, saying that Carly's 
voice is the kind this song was made for, but you can tell she's honestly impressed with Carly's 
rendition and thinks she's going to "kill it" tonight. And you know? She kind of does. The power 
notes are still a little desperate and show-offy, but there's real, honest emotion throughout and, 
in start contrast to Ramiele earlier, she manages to stand alone on the stage and really fill it up. 
And no, that's not an opening to talk about her ass, Simon. Randy gazes into his crystal ball and 
predicts that will be one of the better performances of the night. Of course, that part was 
pre-recorded on Monday, because Randy always wants us to think Carly's is the best 
performance of the night. Unless she doesn't hit any power notes. Paula freaks out with the 
praise, and then | freak out myself at the sight of Tattoo Face in the audience. Hi, Tattoo Face! 
Missed seeing you around lately! Pay no attention to Randy and Paula stupidly bickering about 
Carly being crappy last week. Way to put the girl over, Abdul. Simon continues his 
uninterrupted streak of being underwhelmed by Carly, and | am suddenly reminded how Simon 
never likes anybody on country night because he doesn't think any of them will be marketable 
as such. No wonder I'm disagreeing with him so much. And then he pretty much calls Carly a 
fatass in front of the whole nation and tells her to start dressing better. If this were about four 
weeks ago when she was looking like a Desperate Housewife, I'd have agreed, but this is purely 
because he thinks her butt looks big in those pants. Cram it, Simon. 
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In the audition room with David Archuleta, Dolly says she can feel the "little emotions” that 
David is feeling as he sings "Smoky Mountain Memories." She seems pretty affected by his 
performance, though, and jokes that her false eyelashes are in danger of falling out. Yeah, | 
think getting water anywhere on that face is probably not the best idea. So, as always with 
David Archuleta, the self-consciousness of the performance overwhelms what remains an 
impressive and precociously strong voice. | would probably like these performances so much 
better as straight-up audio. ‘Course, nothing will make his little "hoo-o00-000" tail on the end of 
this song sound anything less than cheesy. The crowd screams and the judges freak out, of 
course, but | wonder about this kind of praise becoming rote. More and more, | can see the 
Archuleta fanbase getting complacent one week and something weird happen. Or else we'll all 
be rendered deaf by his screaming mosh pit fans. | can't wait for the week the Jonas Brothers 
come to town and nobody's around to scream for him. 


Kristy Lee Cook will be singing "The Coat of Many Colors." Dolly tells us that that song was a 
true story from her childhood and kindly lies that she thinks Kristy is bringing something 
personal to it as well. Uh...yeah, probably not. To her credit, Kristy's like, "Dolly saying my mom 
would be proud of me is nice and all, but I'd much rather impress Dolly." That's the kind of 
honesty Kristy abandons when she sings claptrap like "God Bless The U.S.A." And honestly, the 
performance...given the fact that Kristy's the only one working in her preferred genre right now, 
she's really not so impressive. Already on the night I think Carly, Jason, and both Davids have 
been better. Randy and Paula both give out rote props, but Simon nails, it, saying she was 
"pleasant but forgettable." Not this week, but she's outta here next week. She puts on this very 
sarcastic bitchface and "thanks" Simon for his words, but then she starts laughing, which makes 
me think this is Danny Noriega all over again and they're both pretty cool with each other. 
Anyway. 


Syesha. Singing "I Will Always Love You" as you knew she would. Dolly compliments the way she 
seems to be splitting the difference between her own version of the song and Whitney 
Houston's, but honestly, | don't hear much Dolly in this arrangement. Which is fine, because like 
| said, Dolly's songs travel well. But it's not fine, because: don't be so predictable, Syesha. And 
don't sit on top of the piano unless you're also planning on handing Simon an engraved 


invitation to say the word "cabaret" about a billion times. (Ooh! If Andrew Lloyd Webber is 
presiding over a Broadway theme rather than a simple ALW theme, can somebody please sing 
"Cabaret" and make Simon's head explode??) Randy takes a moment away from burning incense 
at the altar of Whitney (at least...l think it's incense) to give Syesha props on tackling the "big 
tiger" of the night, even if she was only pretty good. Paula loves her, though, and Simon gives 
due props to Dolly Parton for writing that song, but he says he wishes Syesha wouldn't have 
been so damn predictable in choosing it. Oh, and also never sing Whitney songs because she is 
The Jesus. 
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Man, Michael Johns, why do I hate you so? | still haven't figured it out. Dolly sure seems to like 
him, though, saying she hopes to be able to write songs for him someday. That would be 
enough to get me on this show, the idea of Dolly Parton writing a song for me. Shit, my DVR is 
totally going to cut me off, isn't it? The show's running too long. Damn it, Seacrest, this is the 
ONE THING you're good at. So, okay, | think I've put my finger on one of the reasons for my 
hatred, and it's the fact that Michael's the kind of person who will wear a cravat while singing a 
Dolly Parton song. "It's All Wrong, But It's All Right" is the song, and...yeah, it's pretty good. 
Soulful and bluesy and he keeps his arms under control. Well done. Randy thought it was 
"blazing hot," and Paula says he's a star, and Simon's comments will be forever lost to oblivion 
because Ryan Seacrest couldn't get the show in on time. Good thing we had time for that April 
Fool's joke, though. 


| missed the rundown, too, but pretty much: Carly, Jason, the Davids, and Michael were good; 
Brooke was disappointing; Ramiele was competent; Syesha was irritating; and Kristy Lee was 
coasting. Going home? | honestly have no idea. If | were Brooke White, I'd be awfully nervous. 


WHY'D YOU COME IN HERE LOOKING LIKE THAT? 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 27 | Aired on 04.01.2008 


Season 7: Top Nine Results - Carly, Michael, and Cook refuse to explain themselves, but the night belongs to Ramiele. 
Finally. 


I'm just not buying Ryan's excitement anymore. Right around this time every year, we both 
seem to get very tired. | know in like two weeks he's going to be all, "This...is American Idol," 
and I'll be like, "But is it, really?" 


The Idols run out on stage to sing "9 To 5." Ramiele cannot muster up any amount of care -- 
just like the last several Tuesdays, everybody does dumb dances, Michael can't remember the 
words, Cook can't stop mugging for anything, Jason's empty creepy grin is all over his face, 
Syesha's voice is still awesome and boring, Archuleta sounds crappy and looks weird, Carly is 
totally gross rolling around on the judges’ table, Michael makes fucking horrible faces, Paula is 
wearing some hideous rusty-orange bondage country shirt where the skin sticks out, and 
Chikezie is in the audience is how sad it is. This really is American Idol. 


Last night, Jason Castro was a travellin' tranny, David Cook was annoyingly awesome, KLC 
dressed up in a pretty dress, Ramiele wanted the fuck out of here, Brooke bounced and jerked 
and spazzed out on the usually excellent song "Jolene," Syesha was boring enough and jerky 
enough to actually sing "I Will Always Love You," Carly wasn't that bad unless you looked at the 
screen, Archuleta loves poor people or whatever, Michael augmented his obnoxiousness with a 
literal cravat, and the judges didn't know what the eff they were talking about. Dolly thinks the 
kids are nice. | think Dolly's nice so I'm going to try harder to be nice. 


Michael is summoned to Ryan's side, having stopped making those bullshit faces for a second. 
Randy said he was blazin' hot, and Simon rightly thought it was the best he's ever sounded. 
Michael agrees that he was awesome, because that's how he rolls. Michael is safe, except from 
my judgment. 


On his way to the stage, David Archuleta starts crying like immediately, probably because 
somebody littered somewhere on Earth. He then is able to verbalize that he is crying about the 
following things in the following order: poor people, Dolly Parton's awesomeness, and being 
safe. 


Carly's face comes lumbering out onstage and they talk about how severely she lacks star 
quality, how awful her tattoos are, how unappealing she is every day, and how her husband 
totally sold out the Jedi when he became Darth Sidious's apprentice and whatever, and Ryan's 
like, "You know how you're in the bottom three every week?" And Carly's safe and all, "I know | 
can be a silk purse if | just dream harder!" 
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Dude, | just realized | hate all of them. Their dumb little faces. My favorite ones are Brooke and 
Cook -- whom | hate -- and I'm getting bored with her, so like, they better work on catching me 
in a better mood next week. | thought after Amanda left | would be so into this shit, but it's like, 
here's what I'm seeing on the menu today. Jason Castro could literally have a lobotomy and 
nobody would know. David Archuleta needs somebody to rough him up a little bit. Michael and 
Cook will not quit with the faces and they're heading toward Constantine levels of grossness. 


And then there's Ramiele and Syesha who are like a neon-colored butterfly of sleepiness wafting 
its way through the town, and Carly's ten miles of bullshit. My spirit is broken. 


And just in case | was about to rally, let's go to those stupid effing phones, shall we? On the 
board, these are the questions. For Carly: "What kind of music do you love doing?" Which, what 
do you say? "| have no discernable personality or genre, so whatever. | ‘love doing’ screaming 
music." And then for Cook, somebody asking about the bracelet, and the way that | know it's 
me being in a terrible mood is that my first response was that if | have to hear this fucking story 
one more time, | will get cancer my own self and then David will have to get another fucking 
bracelet we can also discuss. Then the other questions, which are too boring and/or generic to 
mention, except to say: you have one shot and you choose to ask Syesha about her home life? | 
can't think of a more boring question. 


You know who can, though, is somebody named Robert, who asks Cook what other talent he 
would like to have, besides singing like Candlebox | guess. He can't think of any, so he says the 
talent of being organized, because that's how fucking awesome he is. Fly a jet plane? Got that 
on lockdown. Delicious French cooking? Only while I'm doing crosswords in pen. Other sad 
questions include a 27-year-old overweight virgin in Utah who offers to donate $5000 to /do/ 
Gives Back in the mistaken hopes that David Cook -- who is inside her television -- will go ona 
date with her and give her life meaning, and a little girl from California who needs to have Ryan 
and Simon explained to her one more time. 


Then two total tools asking what's really on everybody's mind, which is the totally clichéd "Is 
there anybody Randy hasn't worked with?" and "Where do Simon's insults come from?" OMG that 
is so true, Randy has worked with a lot of people. Hilarious. And then something about Michael 
and Cook wanting to sing "Islands In The Stream" on the tour or something. | can't wait to find 
out more about the tour, can you? Then some sadsacking 52-year-old woman asking Simon 
some fucking question that doesn't even make sense about how he gives "negative" critiques 
but then apologizes. That's such a fucking mystery, Mary. Good one. It couldn't have anything 
to do with the fact that he's trying to help them by being honest -- obviously, since we're all in 
kindergarten, he's just being mean. Mostly I'm just offended by the fact that these questions are 
exactly some idiot producer's idea of "what people really want to ask," and by just rolling over 
for that and asking these stupid questions, the callers are asking for it, because these are 
questions without answers. Is there anybody Randy hasn't worked with? Yeah. Fucking 
Beethoven. Amadeus Mozart. The guy who invented the banjo and the slack-key guitar. And 
why is Simon so mean? But why is Simon so mean, though? And I'm not even trying to be 
grumpy because | know that there are no good questions here. | can't think of a single one. 
"Carly, are you kidding me?" That's not even a question. "David Archuleta, does your dad beat 
you?" That's just rude, and would create more of the same. "Brooke, could you get awesome 
again please?" 
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Pimpmercial singing this song about how it's tricky to rock or something. Which explains why 
they fail: it's so tricky! Then they play basketball for an hour and by "they" | mean just the guys, 
while the women stand on the sidelines and cheer for them, and they're all dressed in shitty 
"80s clothes, it's tricky, and it's like a Bod commercial with ugly ‘80s clothes. "Love that Bod!" 
Ryan tries to make conversation with Carly, and it goes like hell, of course. Witty repartee: cross 
that off the list of shit Carly can handle. 


Cook smarms up to the stage and Ryan asks him about how he went to the hospital and almost 
died and is he dead? He is not dead, he just has high blood pressure and an oddly proportioned 


body and a big stupid ugly melon head. He is safe, of course, and dorks on over to the sofa 
where he cringes at the idea of touching Carly. 


Ramiele is wearing a giant t-shirt, overalls, and giant boots. She looks like one of the New 
Mutants, and you can cross banter off her list too. She's the first person in the bottom three, 
and doesn't seem to care any more than any of us do. KLC gets a lot of cheers from the 
audience, and then shit gets crazy awkward as she pulls out a scrap of legal pad paper that says 
"Kristy's Seat," and says how she belongs in the bottom three, and Ryan's like, "I don't even 
know what you're talking about," and then they are boring and he's weirded out by her some 
more, and she's also in the bottom three. Paula says that both KLC and Ramiele are people and 
have faces, and in the course of like two sentences she pronounces "Ramiele" about six 
different ways, because she is on drugs. 


Then there's a pointless tape about how Nashville exists and Bo moved there and Bucky says...| 
don't know what Bucky is saying but he looks like a pretty lady with a mustache, so that's cool. 
He talks about length about something. And oh! Phil Stacey! Is still alive! He looks totally Dying 
Young still though, but I can say that because I'm wearing a bracelet. Awww! Bo Bice looks 
exactly like Bo Bice, which is to say like swamp trash with no intestines left in his swamp 
thorax. Is there any sadder statement than, "I started a record label"? Bo doesn't seem to 
understand the irony that the album after The Real Thing is the one that's the actual real thing. 
And he has a kid, and | refuse to describe kids anymore, because the hatemail gets so intense. 
Especially given that the trashier the contestant, the less literate the hatemail becomes. 
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Syesha Mercado manages to be annoying just walking out on stage, deserves to be slapped for 
even trying to sing "I Will Always Love You," and then has the unmitigated balls to complain 
about "being compared" to other versions of that song. Bottom three! Nope, safe. 


So Brooke and Jason. Brooke's already crying, because obviously out of the two of them she's in 
the B3. Jason's tranny song was beloved except by Simon, and Brooke was just kind of weird 
and jangly and shaky and vibrational and weird. There's much talk of Brooke's violinist, and 
she's awkward as usual, and then Jason is safe, but Brooke still wanders around the stage 
because she's out of it. This makes Ryan Seacrest super nervous but not as nervous as Dolly is 
going to make him in a second. 


KLC explains that they are roommates twelve times in a row even though nobody asked, 
Ramiele makes idiotic faces, and Brooke looks like she's been punched. So yeah, everybody's in 
character. Simon says they belong there, and apologizes for mentioning what hell Carly always 
looks like. Ramiele is like two feet tall and looks utterly ridiculous between Brooke and the 
Colonel. Also, stop saying /dol Gives Back is coming. And don't you fucking tell me that Miley 
Cyrus is going to be there. Come on. That's such a dick move | can't even believe it. As is the 
Addis Ababa snuff film cum music video that follows. Bleep-bloop. | wish Bono were here to be 
like, "That little girl's sister died, but in another way, she didn't." 


Ramiele, KLC, and Brooke are so super sad, but | don't think it's because of Addis Ababa. Then 
Dolly Parton sings a song called "Jesus & Gravity." Which might be awesome, | have no idea. 
She's wearing like white satin bike shorts. Bedazzled. With a footman's coat, if footmen wore 
lingerie. Needless to say she looks fabulous and totally crazy. One day in our future Dolly 
Parton and Carol Channing intersect. | hope I'm there on that day. Until then, this song will do. 
Because this song is awesome, it literally makes no sense whatsoever, it's just like 
namedropping these things without connecting the dots for you at all. "I got Jesus, | got gravity, 
| got the weak and strong gravitational forces and Jesus, | got BOGO at Payless, | got a canker 


sore, | got a DVD of Grey's Anatomy Season Two and a sandwich. A tomato 
Saaaaaaaaaaandwich!" Jordin and Holly Robinson Peete are like, "I know, right?" Then Dolly and 
Ryan go completely nuts and babble at each other for a long, long, long time. Ryan has no idea 
what to do with her, at all, which is great. He just stares and feels strange while she acts crazy 
and awesome, and the whole time it's like his fingers are curling into tiny little fists of freakout 
because he has no control over Dolly because she's a legend, but also on the list of people with 
no control over Dolly right now is Dolly. 
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Back to the B3. Randy says that Ramiele is out. | agree. Simon says it's not Brooke for sure. | 
also agree with that. Ryan's like, "It sucks that Brooke's in the bottom three," and Brooke is all 
awkward about her variety of reasons, including Addis Ababa, and Dolly and Jesus, and realizes 
that once again she is making no sense. Ryan's like, "You are absolutely right about...that." So 
he sends Brooke back, because the girl is like this close to losing her shit entirely. Brooke needs 
a nap so bad, you guys. Then the Colonel is fuckin’ safe again, and little Ramiele is going home. 
KLC attempts to eat the smaller girl, starting with her head, while Ryan yaks at length. 


Ramiele's journey is one of water circling the drain and eventually being crunched up bya 
garbage disposal, with Ruben singing a crappy song. Ryan tells her how much we all love her, 
and he's so sweet because he says it in the present tense, but his magic words really help her 
pull it together. The power of Ryan. Then she really does pull it together and gives one her best 
performances. And didn't you know she would be one of those that rocked the singout? Good 
luck, Lullaby. 


SEASON 7: TOP EIGHT PERFORMANCES 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 28 | Aired on 04.08.2008 


Season 7: Top Eight Performances - It's Opposites Day here at/dol: Both Davids forget how to sing, Brooke finally 
remembers where she is, and the Colonel blows everybody else away. 


"[We] make the calls, [we] call the shots," Ryan reminds us. Joe says that the reason we're having 
extra Results night on Thursday because they don't want to hurt Bono's feelings by having an 
elimination during /GB, but man. If they boot somebody this week after giving those bitches last 
year amnesty, I'm going to freak out. Let them twist for an extra twenty-four hours and then 
screw them? That would be so vile. 


Speaking of vile, tonight's theme is "inspirational songs." 


Michael, in a little ill-fitting monkey vest and yet another stupid cravat and some hideously 
preplanned "I'm rocking out so hard" faces, will be hitting the deck with "Dream On." A song 
which has inspired me to shoot up heroin and drive really fast into the oblivion of the setting 
sun, but not to help starving people. Ah: "Dream until your dreams come true." That's all it 
takes, folks. 


And then the screaming. The fucking stupid-ass bad-sounding falsetto screeching. | had no idea 
Steven Tyler had a talent besides spawning beautiful creatures, but apparently there's a way to 
make those awful sounds that is better than other ways of making the horrible sounds. His face 
looks nice, but it's dressed up all in bullshit. 


Randy tells him that he sounded screechy and uncool, and that he needs to start singing the 
soul songs that he has never, ever sung that Randy always, always thinks he used to sing at 
some point in the imaginary past. And instead of just nodding and praying that nobody notices 
his goddamn stupid-ass cravat, Michael backtalks and says that, I'm only barely paraphrasing, 
Randy is wrong, because America is wonderful. Yeah, that's what he said. | blame the Colonel. 


So the stupid shitty crowd goes wild about America, of course, but then Randy gets pissed and 
tells him this show is not about DREAMS, it is about SINGING, and then gets very 

fussy. Very fussy, like, somebody just fucked up Merv Griffin's egg-white omelet amounts of 
fussy. Randy cracked! Randy never cracked before! OMG he is pissed! This is beautiful! "It's not 
about dreams! We have discovered that this show is about singing, we have finally gotten to the 
bottom of it, and it's not dreams!" He's going from zero to Brittenum faster than anything I've 
ever seen before. Wow. Wow! Randy kind of sucks! 


And then Paula interrupts and tells him that the opposite is true, and it's not actually about 
SINGING but about DREAMS. Which, for her it is, I'm not popping that balloon. But like, five 
minutes and twenty-five seconds into the episode, everybody's nuts. And Michael didn't suck 
that bad, except for the end. He sounded all right. And we still haven't gotten to Simon, and 
Sinbad is in the audience, which makes me sad because he looks so old, and Paula tells MJ he 
looks hot, and that the high notes will summon Chihuahuas to him. Randy agrees. Simon is like, 
"Both of my co-judges are stupid, but | liked the performance." However, it was an 
"impersonation of a rock star." That's the perfect expression of it, exactly. "A little bit 
wannabe-ish," also. See, tell me the diff between David Cook and Michael at this moment, 
please. 
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Paula's like, "Hell no, he's not a wannabe," and whatever. Ryan calls attention to Simon's chest, | 
think, referring to his pectorals as "Chihuahuas," in a way that nobody actually gets because it's 
a stupid joke from out of the gay blue yonder. Michael then explains to Ryan again about how 
America is so awesome and dreams can come true. Which again, Paula loves. Which is red flag 
number one. But also: the fuck does that have to do with the song? Nothing. Flat-ass 
mothereffing nothing. 


Ramiele was the only one that really "got" Syesha, she explains in her off-putting way. Which is 
annoying in that number one, if you are complaining that nobody "gets" you, the answer is that 
you suck. But more importantly, Ramiele doesn't "get" photosynthesis, or shapes, or long 
division, or gravity, so again: you suck. Syesha sucks so much, in fact, that I'm starting to think 
she's actually not arrogant at all, just doing a scared-stiff dorky impression of arrogant that 
causes her to be mystified by the amount of hatred that is directed toward her. Which is kind of 
a self-fulfilling prophecy, because if the only way for you to stop acting like a dick is if you 
settle down, and the only way that'll happen is if everybody stops hating you, the burden of 
stopping the cycle of violence is on you. Just...stop being a dork. It's really that simple. 


Or maybe | just don't "get" Syesha like Ramiele did, because | am not a houseplant. Syesha tells 
us that change starts with you, and then really ramrods that bullshit home with a...you know 
what, I'll let her tell you what's on her mind. 


"If you believe in yourself, anything is possible. You can do anything, but it first starts with you. 
This week is pretty much all about just...giving back... [The scary Fantasia song] inspires you to 
give back in your own way, and for me that's music." 


Then the earth opens up and swallows her entire body and she goes swimming in magma, and 
the whole time she's like, "I'm doing this because I can do anything, but it first starts with me. 
This swim through the fiery magma at the Earth's core is pretty much all about just...giving 
back." And you know, for me? That's music. 


Syesha's performance of Fantasia's "I Believe" is, like always, quite the heady mixture of Ambien 
and Prozac. Since I've only heard this song once before, and I'm still not convinced it didn't give 
me a Stroke at that time, it's disappointing. What | would not do to see Syesha get ugly. But 
alas, the only thing that's ugly about Syesha is her way. 
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Randy mentions about how Fantasia is Fantasia, and Syesha is not, and Syesha invites him to 
suck her dick. For a good long while, making Simon laugh his ass off. She's all class in the 
middle of this, and has a lovely smile. Paula says she made a decent stab at making the song 
her own, and one of her better performances. And | agree with that. Simon's like, "Don't be an 
idiot: of course you're getting compared to Fantasia." Syesha's like, "| KNOW THAT." This is like 
the same exact thing as last week, right? Simon desperately tries to explain about reality -- how 
it was sung so beautifully but that doesn't matter -- but sadly, reality is something Syesha has 
rejected every week before now and will continue rejecting long after her ass is booted, so 
whatever. Even Ryan doesn't have much to say. 


You know who does? Jason Castro. You know about what? Me neither. The usual bullshit about 
dreams coming true. Now, you know "Somewhere Over The Rainbow" is my kryptonite and | 
hate all versions of this song except for the version he's about to sing, while making goofy 
stupid ugly faces, but again: not a happy song, not a hopeful song. And whatever, he's wrong 
about that but then also wrong about why it applies, for the third time tonight. Who the fuck 
told these kids that /GB is about dreams coming true? This stupid show is about that, for sure -- 


unless you're Randy Jackson tonight -- but /GB is more about wishing hopeful wishes for people 
that weren't lucky enough to be born in a place where getting a shitty record contract in a dying 
recording industry is literally worth crying over. | mean, thank God I'm not doing /GB proper this 
year, Joe is, but it's like, when Jason Castro says "Dreams can come true," he's talking about like 
getting a puppy, or winning this stupid show, or Acapulco Gold. But the dreams and wishes of 
this week are like, "My dream is not to die of starvation or malaria," or "| wish my mom didn't 
have AIDS." So, you know, shut up and sing. 


Which he does. And to be fair, it sounds great. It sounds exactly like Israel Kamakawiwo'ole's 
version, which your parents probably have on the shelf next to Josh Groban so go ask them 
because | don't have the time to explain it right now. So the judges love it, whatever. Simon is 
not sure about all this, but has decided that he loves Jason's performance of this song. 


The Colonel. Ryan says she's determined not to hit the B3 this week, but he's not serious | don't 
think, because every week she talks about how she's got her bags packed. She will be singing -- 
are you sitting down? You should probably sit down -- she'll be singing a Martina McBride song. 
Will it have cheesy lyrics about believing in yourself and in your family members? Yes. Will it 
involve setting rapists on fire, like the good Martina ones do? Sadly, no. Does it contain the 
phrase "God is great?" Yes, it does. Luckily, her voice continues its steady improvement, and her 
arms-wide movements are hilarious, and her scary black eyes are always interesting. Also, even 
if God doesn't answer your prayers, that's okay, because you should love your children, and 
singing is fun, even if everybody hates you...Actually there's a whole theme in the song about 
how we can go fuck ourselves if we don't like her, because this is all KLC's show and we're just 
the extras in her movie. Which actually, | kind of respect. Allah akbar, KLC. 
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Randy liked it, and Simon thought it was totally indicative of the soulless pointlessness of her 
gift, and wonderful in exactly that plastic way. Paula disagrees with Randy that there were 
moments of off pitch, and points out that this was "by far" her best performance, which it is, 
but then takes a fucked-up left turn and says this is probably due to A) how songs that inspire 
you are easier to sing well, and B) how Paula remembers one time Martina McBride sang that 
song. | don't know what either of those things has to do with the good job the Colonel just did, 
but that's Paula. She's got more pressing things on her mind, and by "things" | mean "boobs," 
and by "mind" | mean "chin," and by "pressing" | mean "pressing." 


And after the break? David Cook AND Carly Smithson. Might as well get all that mess out of the 
way at once, like ripping off a Band-Aid. | wish | could show you a screencap of the moment 
right before the break, because it is a doozy. Carly is like, "You know how my face is kind of 
crunk-looking? Well, what if Kate Bush was a Cabbage Patch Doll, and that was my face?" And 
then David Cook wearing a Sergeant Pepper's-by-Way-of-Gerard jacket, cocking his fucking 
eyebrow with disgusting sparse country high school stubble on his face, his hair sticking up all 
short-bus like Captain Jack on one side, and the gall to pretend like he's any less of a freaking 
dork than she is. These two bastards, | am telling you. 


After the break, there's something disgusting on Simon's lap. The fuck is it? Is it Constantine? 
It's got frizzy yucky chin-length hair, a choker, a leather jacket, and a smarmy mouth. OMG 
what is it? Ryan points at it and says something, but it just looks like...Brian Epstein's coke 
dealer in a movie. It is called Mike Darnell. Simon says that Mike is the actual "Dark Lord" of this 
show, not him or Clive, so... guess he's finally discovered the internet. (Which, let's note, is 
older than David Archuleta.) 


You can tell from the face he's making at the beginning of his video package that Cook is going 
to be breaking it down for us. He explains to the interviewer that Our Lady Peace is a band, who 
sang a song called "Innocent," which expresses Cook's feeling that everybody has a good heart, 
at the end of the day: "We are all innocent." (And I'm not going to lie: if you know me at all, 
you've probably already guessed that's also the reason that it's the only OLP song that | like, 
and the reason that | like it a whole, whole lot. Because just as there are ways in which | am 
creepier than David Archuleta, there are ways I'm gayer than David Cook.) But you know, what 
we really needed was somebody so fashion-forward, so hip and alternative, so ahead of the 
curve, that they can introduce us to Our Lady Peace. 


-- Page 5 -- 


("Tell me that part about the Deftones again, Grampa." 

"No, it's getting late, and my old bones need a rest. Go to bed, Shorty. I'll catch you on the 
flipside." 

"Grampa, what are you talking about?" 

"I'll holla at you in the morning, little playa.") 


So | don't know if you know this band at all, but that voice that Cook is faking every week? 
Basically the lead singer of Our Lady Peace. He does a great impression, and I'd rather hear that 
voice than, say, a really good Rob Zombie (or heaven forbid Rob Thomas, Jason Castro). So even 
if you've never heard the original version, now you kind of...have. | won't speak for anybody 
else, but knowing the song, my issues with this performance are easy: he starts out way too low 
and sounds stupid, and then goes high but not high enough, so he sounds stupid, and then in 
the chorus he kicks it to the backup at first in that throaty froggy way of singing way too low, 
then he sings against them, then he changes keys again, and then wanders out into the 
audience once again to act like a goddamn wizard like he always does, and then in the last note 
he slowly...unfurls...his fucking...hand...on which somebody has markered, "GIVE BACK." 


And the Earth opens up, and swallows him. And then spits him the fuck out. Earth says, 
"Thanks, but I'm going to have to GIVE this right BACK. Sorry, but it just tastes like smug 
asshole." 


| am sorry. After last week, | wanted to be in a good mood and whatever, but that is 

fucking unsuitable. It's funny to pretend to hate him and secretly love him and all that shit, but: 
the fuck you're gonna write that on your hand and then slowly unveil it at me with that 
shit-eating serious business face on your stupid gigantic melon head. It's like he took a look at 
poor Syesha -- who doesn't even know she's doing it -- and decided to just blow her out of the 
water with the fans of condescending pandering patronizing bullshit. Who don't exist. | had had 
it, previously, up to about here with Cook's drama queen scene-setting every week, but now | 
would officially place it more around right here. It's like we're in his bedroom watching him, at 
the age of eight, imagine what it would be like to be a rockstar. Except it's twenty years later 
and he's actually in public, so it's embarrassing. 


The judges aren't too horrified, although Simon points out that it was -- like every week -- 
"pompous," stupid song choice ...How come nobody's mentioning his totally shitty vocals? He 
sounded like hell, nobody wants to mention that? | don't hate Cook, | hate his instincts and | 
hate the way he sang that song, but | don't hate him. Maybe | love him, | don't know. | do know 
that | kinda of hate Paula, who reminds us all how "inspiring" that shit is with his stupid 
hand-marker insult to the entire world. Which, to be fair, even David Cook seems to have 
figured out was regrettable. He also agrees with Simon that it was one of his worst 
performances ever, so | don't even know what I'm bitching about. 
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Oh, right: Carly Effing Smithson. Who is singing the Queen song "Siomusdewan," apparently, 
which is about getting "knocked in the road" and how you have to use your moments to make 
your moments count. | have no idea how much of it is her stupid accent and how much her 
stupid brain, but | admit that it could be mostly my inability to care what the girl has to say. She 
also lies that she watched Live Aid and knows who Freddie Mercury is. | sure hope she's wearing 
Traci Scoggins hooker makeup for this...and she is. In addition to a fat suit, apparently. Maybe 
she's training a women's self-defense class after this or something. Ah, "The Show Must Go On." 
Enunciation is so unimportant when you're singing words, what was | thinking? So, you know 
I'm not really a Queen fan, | need to ask: does this song suck? Or Carly? Because you know | 
despise Carly, but | don't want that to bias me against the song. You know how | try to avoid 
irrational hate at all costs. 


Carly screams and blandly shouts and tosses her hair and makes it all sound like the fake-scary 
Disney attack of the Wooden Soldiers. Randy and Paula agree that Carly, herself, sucks, and that 
continues to be her problem. Not the singing, not the fucked-up looking tattoo of an ugly lady 
on her arm, just: her excruciating demeanor. Her concave charisma. Paula says her voice is 
"perfect," which is nearly true, but the problem for Paula is that Carly is awful and 
unsympathetic in many, many ways. Simon tells her she oversang and lost control of the song, 
and seemed schizophrenically and inappropriately angry. Which: Carly's entire problem is that 
she doesn't seem to get people things, or how people do things. She wouldn't be half as 
off-putting if her body language were anything like normal. So it makes sense that she would 
try for "strong" and end up at "homicidal." That makes total sense to me. So while he's telling 
her this very true information, somebody goes nuts out in the audience, distracting Simon and 
Paula. | hope it is a tattooed family member going nuts. | really do, that would be awesome. 
Then Carly tells the judges that she sucked because she saw Simon's face. Shut up, Carly. "I felt 
like the judges were judging me, so | decided to sing bad, and be fundamentally unlikable." 
Good plan. 


Ryan and Archuleta talk about nothing of consequence, David A. talks through his nose for a 
while, and then in the video he's like, "It was way hard to figure out which inspirational song 
was the very gayest, but then | was like, 'Angels' -- a song | have performed hundreds of times -- 
is both inspirational enough for this show, and childish enough for my fake personality." 
Nothing about just stumbling upon it or anything like that: just saw it on the list, and picked it. 
He plays the piano, kind of, but you can't hear it anyway, and starts out way low, and generally 
is all over the place. Perhaps he's distracted by the piano, which again we cannot hear at all, but 
the whole thing is set so low for him that it's just about boring. Also, his father looks like a 
Village Person this week. 
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Randy loved it, because it's an "amazing" song, and loved the runs that he did at the end, and 
Randy lies his ass off that this was his hottest moment all season. Paula says it was fantastic. 
You guys, it wasn't. I'm not being mean or anything when | say that. It was crappy. Simon loves 
the song choice (yes) because he's actually heard the song (did you know Robbie Williams is like 
totally OCD crazy and won't leave his house and makes you play Scrabble with him all day?) but 
notes that it wasn't actually his best vocal. Words cannot describe the amount of nothing | feel 
toward David Archuleta. It's like he is sucking the feelings out of the room. He's like ... little 
dogs. | get that it's cute, | just don't understand what the hell you expect me to do with it. 


Ryan introduces Brooke White and then makes a security lady cry by trying to make her talk on 
camera. Then he feels terrib/e about that, and kicks it to the package. Brooke babbles about 


"You've Got A Friend," and how it was written by Carole King, which even / knew, and then she's 
singing at the mic while a guy plays piano. There are also some awesome violins that make it 
actually very lovely. She is a little shaky and vibratey, and the backup singers are a little 
ambient/creepy, but you understand what they're going for, and more importantly, it is her best 
performance in a very, very, very long time. Which is a better way for this episode to end than it 
might have, considering the last weeks -- including tonight -- have been some of the worst in 
the show's history. Which bites, because the level of talent actually is so high, and it's 
distressing and gross to see them flop like this, all at once. So thanks, Brooke. 


Randy says it was just okay, but he's not mad at her. Paula has a sister, or thinks she has a 
sister, or something. She says it was a great way to end things, and tells Brooke she loves her. 
Brooke automatically responds, "I love y...thanks." (Which, how many times have you done that? 
And felt like a primo douche every time? So awesome.) Simon says it was a pleasant walk in the 
park, nice, not necessarily original but pleasant, and he thanks her. When Brooke is sad it 
makes me want to hit something. She babbles at Ryan a little bit, and then shakes noticeably in 
his arms. It really was one of her best in a long while, you guys. I'm kind of worried. 


Rewind! Michael: Way better if you're either not looking or not listening, but tough if you do 
both at once. Syesha: Still refusing to shut up or suck enough to go home. Jason: Fucking up 
the lyrics and once again being such a cliché that the pigs flying by and multiple birds getting 
hit with single stones are like, "Kinda played, brotha." The Colonel, sounding worse in the 
rewind than she did at the time, and giving a performance that sucks in theory but was one of 
the best of the night in practice. Painful, regrettable, Bizarro-world practice: see David Cook, 
breaking hearts not on purpose and giving the worst (?!) performance of the night despite being 
the best one, and having the best song to sing. Confound him! Try to hate him, he rocks it. 
Look forward to it, get burned every time. But this time was unconscionable. Plus! Oh, PLUS! 
The hand thing! | just remembered that shit! Damn it, Cook. Just damn it. 
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Then Carly Smithson, whose continued presence here has been mystifying -- and disgusting -- 
me for about a thousand weeks now, giving the /do/ equivalent of, "No, it's not just because of 
my boyfriend, I really do enjoy playing Dungeons & Dragons. | play an Elf Druid!" or whatever, 
and she's telling the truth. Which is to say, hauling all her real-life dorky shit right up on stage 
for us all to stare at. And David Archuleta, who has no real-life shit, which has become his 
real-life shit, which is sad. And Brooke White, finally pulling out of her nosedive, but maybe not 
soon enough. 


Amnesty! GIVE me BACK my Brooke on Thursday! I'll write it on my hand if | have to! That's 
exactly how far I'm willing to go to make a difference! 


SEASON 7: IDOL GIVES BACK 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 29 | Aired on 04.09.2008 


Season 7: Idol Gives Back - That's how long this year's "Idol Gives Back" show took to tell us that Chris Daughtry and Miley 
Cyrus truly care. 


Two and a half hours. Two. And a half. Hours. This...is my own personal hell. 


"Together, we're gonna save some lives," says Ryan Seacrest. Oh, good, | haven't done that ina 
while. After the credits, I'm temporarily broken out of the funk of having to deal with this entire 
extravaganza by two things: one being the familiar beat to Rihanna's "Please Don't Stop The 
Music" and two being the crazy/in your face dancing of the So You Think You Can Dance kids. 
Or so I'm told. I've actually never watched the show, but it is my mission to start doing so this 
year. It seems like a much better way to spend one's summer than the self-loathing that 
watching Big Brother provides. Of course, all this excitement is soon dampened by the 
involvement of the eight /do/ contestants, a uniformly desperate bunch if | ever saw one. 
Thankfully, and wisely, they manage to sing one verse and then step off to the side and let the 
dancers dance. | do appreciate how the one girl has her hands all over David Cook, though. And 
I'll admit the cuteness of Ryan Seacrest dancing off the stage with them when they're done. 


Hey, so you'll forgive me if | don't give a full rendition of every random-ass celebrity who asks 
you to give money, right? Okay, good. Except for when it's Kylie Minogue, like it is right this 
second. Then I'll tell you that Kylie Minogue manages to cover her embarrassment at being on 
the show long enough to ask you to donate. 


A winded Ryan then introduces California first lady Maria Shriver, who is accompanied by an 
entire combat division of disabled and disadvantaged kids. Does she show up everywhere with 
that entourage? Do they back her up if she gets into an alley fight? Wow, she manages to quote 
Gandhi and an “ancient Hopi prayer" within a minute. | bet Obama hasn't even pulled that off. 
...Oh God, please don't let Hillary and Obama show up. | will be so, so disappointed. 


Ben Stiller. Couldn't have busted out the Bono impersonation on this most appropriate of all 
evenings? No? Just gonna stand there making jokes that landed on the cutting room floor 
of The Heartbreak Kid? Okay. 


We are next treated to a short film of Jennifer Connelly serving "her" children pond-scummy 
water from Central Park, like they do in poor countries that aren't here. The moral of the story? 
Stop fucking bitching me out for drinking bottled water, Green Police. There are way worse 
water-related things to get high and mighty about. 
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Snoop Dogg takes the stage, as do, eventually, his little pee-wee football leaguers. ...Hey, 
Snoop's going to donate that diamond-encrusted mic to charity after the show, right? They all 
coerce the audience to wave their arms from side-to-side, which is cute and all. Just don't tell 
them how David Archuleta can get them to do the same without trying. Then Kobe Bryant 
appears with a nicotine patch on his cheek (??) and asks us to take the money we were going to 
spend on "I'm sorry | raped the room-service waitress” gifts for our wives and donate it to 
charity instead. | think | will, Kobe! | think | will. 


After the break...okay, so if you're not at all familiar with the WWE, you're not going to know 
who this big, 'roided up freak with the Fabio hair is doing being all angry and in your face and 
having "two words for ya." Triple H, you're still saying that? In 2008? | suppose being the last 
remaining professional wrestler who hasn't overdosed or killed himself would make one 
nostalgic for 1997. 


Paula and Randy take the stage as "Dance Like There's No Tomorrow" plays. Is Paula supposed 
to be lip-synching this? ...No, | guess not. It's hard to tell, though. The slapstick comedy of 
Randy and Paula trying to read the prompter is short-lived, however, and soon we're shoved into 
a video package which is either about keeping kids safe from gang violence, providing kids with 
healthy food so they don't turn into giant fatties, or Paula Abdul teaching children how to dance 
like there's no tomorrow. 


Okay, this might be the weirdest thing yet: so after this painfully dumb sketch in which Carrie 
Underwood and the Desperate Housewives plumber get walked in on by Teri Hatcher, Teri 
decides to steal Carrie's song, and before you know it, there she is, on stage singing "Before He 
Cheats" with a band full of random TV people. Aw, Greg Grunberg on drums! | can't recognize 
anyone else right away. Is that the cute doctor from House? Can't tell. Teri's face doesn't move 
for one single second during the whole performance, and | keep waiting for something to cut it 
short and get to the real performance, but no, this is the real performance. Huh. Then Mary 
Murphy from So You Think You Can Dance shows up and does that screaming thing she's 
become known for while asking you to donate. Wow, she's really throwing herself into that 
gimmick, huh? With the screaming? That's kind of pathetic. That's like if Randy showed up every 
week and said "dawg" and then Paula slurred her words and Simon was grumpy and vain. Mix it 
up, Mary Murphy! 
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Of course, since you can't have a giant Hollywood self-congratulation event without Billy Crystal, 
here he is to provide much-needed stand-up comedy. Does he mispronounce Miley Cyrus's 
name on purpose? Yeah, | guess that's the gimmick here -- he's old and out of touch, she's the 
future of music and pop culture. Every time | go back home to Buffalo | learn a little bit more 
about Hannah Montana from my little sister. Just the last time | learned about the whole magic 
blonde wig thing. Anyway, her performance lasts all of a minute and a half, | swear to God, and 
then she kicks it back to Ryan in the /do/ studio as the Top 12 take calls from potential 
donators. Dude, | really hope somebody called and tried to engage Archuleta or Jason Castro in 
a conversation. As you might expect, Syesha is more interested in drawing attention to herself 
than taking calls, Michael Johns's attempts at humor fizzle, and Carly is taking the job 
extremely seriously (and...probably fucking it up just enough that she'll never be the best at it). 


Aaaaaand here's Bono in Africa. That's his name now, right? "Bono in Africa"? He takes a trip toa 
village ravaged by AIDS and asks a young girl if she has anything to say to the American 
audience. Beyond "Please don't let me die from AIDS," what else would you like her to say? 
And...oh, dude. Not to be that asshole who can't cope with serious issues and thus has to hide 
behind a wall of irony and shallowness, but seriously? This might be the first time in years that 
anyone's seen Bono's actual eyes, and | understand why he keeps the shades on all the time. 
Homeboy looks OLD, you guys. 


Any good buzz you might have built up after seeing Julianne Moore make a plea for your dollars 
is probably squandered soon thereafter by the Fergie/John Legend performance. | do believe 
Fergie is wearing leggings made of rubber. It's weird to see someone get Fugged right before 
your eyes. The song, like Hannah Montana's, is super short, and the Fergie asks us all to 
applaud John Legend for being classier than everybody in the room even though nobody can 


remember anything he's ever sung. The Fergie gets all angry in the face, but you soon 
understand why when she introduces Heart. Well, finally. This has been building for, what, three 
seasons now? So if the sight of Fergie and Heart doing "Barracuda" onAmerican Idol doesn't give 
you a cerebral hemorrhage, | tell you that nothing ever will, and enjoy your charmed existence. 
This is so nuts. Ann Wilson's dressed in, like, a Goth bathrobe, and Fergie's crawling on the 
stage and then doing cartwheels, and Nancy won't look at anything but her guitar because she's 
in her happy place, and...sorry guys, that was awesome. The Heart good-luck charm strikes 
again! 
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Dude, Syesha is STILL holding up that index card that says "Call, Ma!" Look, | don't blame her 
for using this entire charity extravaganza to get a call from her mom, but just have the class not 
to tell us about it. Kristy Lee continues to make me like her in spite of myself as she relays a 
request that Ryan blow a kiss into the camera and laughs her ass off about how stupid it all is. 
Every season, there's one person who has totally gone beyond caring about the outcome of the 
show and thus becomes awesome, and | have to admit that Kristy Lee is our girl this year. 


Eli and Peyton Manning show up looking all awkward and uncomfortable. But they're here to 
provide a pubic service: to piss off each and every football fan in New England. Works for me! 
They kick it to a video package of New Orleans, where the Mannings sit and talk with Katrina 
survivors. They're good boys, those Mannings. Of course, I'm part of the problem here, taking 
in this entire video and emerging with an opinion on the Mannings rather than the kids, and 
thus we arrive at the kernel of uncomfortable truth at the center of all charity telethons like this. 
"Wow, Julia Roberts answered those phone calls so well! | love her! | should see her movie this 
weekend! ...Wait, what did she just say about Darfur?" 


After the break, we return to find...oh. Okay, see, | have more appreciation for David and 
Victoria Beckham than most people, and even | think it's tacky to have them appear on a charity 
telethon. | can only imagine how everybody else feels. "Just one dollar can make a world of 
difference when you have no world.” That...doesn't sound right. 


More manic Idols-on-phone zaniness, followed by more naked-eyed Bono earnestness, followed 
by a video of the wonderful Annie Lennox in Tanzania. Of all the people who appear on this 
show, she's one of the few who | can see doing this kind of thing when the show's not on. She 
accompanies four young boys on a trip to get tested for HIV, celebrates with them when they're 
negative, and horses around with them afterwards. She weeps as she talks about them -- not TV 
crying but actual hiccupping sobs. Then she takes the stage in Hollywood and performs "Many 
Rivers To Cross," and then the whole show shuts down and they send the Top 8 home and 
declare there will be no American Idol this year because of the shame. Then Kiefer gets up on 
his wooden crate so he can be visible on camera and asks us to donate. 
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Celine Dion's now in Africa with the children. Please donate so you can pay for their psychiatric 
care after dealing with that trauma up in their faces all day. Can you imagine? No food, no 
health care, AIDS ravaging your family and friends, and you have to put up with a day's worth of 
Celine being all intense and up in your business and wanting to do the hopscotch and play with 
the soccer balls and play air guitar for the cameras and horse around and be angular and sing 
"Frere Jacques" and then a song she learned from Dead Elvis last year? How exhausting that 
must be? 


Jimmy Kimmel's out onstage, and if he's not there to introduce a Sarah Silverman/Matt Damon 
duet, then | don't care. Oh, he's there to introduce Simon. ...Don't care. Oh, there's Jordin 
Sparks sitting behind him. You guys, | am so shamefully into that song she does with Chris 
Brown, it's not even funny. Between that and the Madonna/JT song, I'm all set for the year. 

... Seriously, still going, Jimmy Kimmel? And making fauxhawk jokes about Ryan Seacrest? Ryan 
Seacrest has ever had a fauxhawk ever? | guess it all means "fag" to Jimmy Kimmel, but the rest 
of us manage to actually pay attention, so why can't he? Every time | think it's okay to start 
liking him, he reminds me why I can't. Anyway, Simon's video package is just as jarring as it was 
last year, what with him caring and being a human being and all. 


Simon then manages to crow about how he totally predicted Carrie Underwood would be the 
most successful American Idol ever before bringing her onstage to perform. Wow, she really 
looks beautiful. Like it would be a terrible waste not to give her an Oscar while she's wearing 
that dress. And she's not even showing it off, sitting on a stool like she is. She performs as 
beautifully as ever in her role as ambassador from the great state of American Idol. 


And as you all were probably expecting, here are Gloria Estefan and Sheila E. Man, Gloria has 
just made the decision to stop aging, hasn't she? It probably helps that she never came across 
as all that youthful in the first place. Seriously, she's been 45 years old for three decades now, 
right? Sheila E. knocks over part of her drum stand and looks embarrassed about it. And then 
it's either the So You Think You Can Dance kids or else a whole other group of attractive 
twentysomethings that come out to dance and unbutton their shirts. Yay! 


Sarah Silverman...okay, so she was here and she sti// didn't sing the Matt Damon song? Rip. 
And...okay, the thing here is that a minute and a half of jokes at Gloria Estefan's expense, 
followed by "If | could just be serious for a moment...malaria” is only going to end up making 
me laugh at the word "malaria." And then I'm going to hate myself for laughing and feel 
ashamed and then I'm going to have to donate money to alleviate that guilt and...oh. Well 
played, "Idol Gives Back." Well played indeed. 
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TWO AND A HALF HOURS OH MY GOD. 


So Forest Whitaker and his wife go to Africa to learn about malaria. And there is Sia, and there 
is "Breathe Me." Man, you really shouldn't send someone as emotionally fragile as Forest 
Whitaker on one of these excursions, because then I start worrying about him and whether he's 
going to be okay. He always looks about three-fifths of the way towards a breakdown, doesn't 
he? 


So what's more awkward than the Top 12 receptionists all shouting and competing for Ryan's 
attention while Ryan talks about dead children? This entire show, is what. 


British P.M. Gordon Brown and his poorly-knotted purple tie show up on the video screen and 
promises $200 million in mosquito netting. And only a few of those are going to end up as the 
prize in a reward challenge on Survivor. 


After the break: Reese Witherspoon! Hey, girl! Does she look dynamite? Oh yes, she does. Is she 
a little bit self-important and also awkward when she goes on site to the charity project in New 
Orleans? You betcha. But sue me, | respect her good intentions. 


And then, oh AND THEN the American Idols get up on stage and sing "Seasons of Love" 
from Rent. Now normally Rent is one of my pop cultural Achilles heels where | have no defense 


against looking like a total queerball nerd, but fortunately this particular song doesn't quite do 
that to me. Which means | don't get moved by it like | think I'm supposed to, but on the flip side 
I'm not as irrationally angry when | hear the Idol kids butcher it with their trademark tuneless 
group performance. David Archuleta does fuck up a lyric, in case you were curious if he were 
going to keep that streak alive. 


Dane Cook: "Alicia Keys is a testament to young people standing up for what they believe in." 
I've always thought so. As with everything else involving Alicia Keys on this show, I kind of tune 
it out. Sorry, Africa. | promise to rewind the Annie Lennox part and pay double attention to that. 


After a testimonial by two of the High School Musical girls, here's Miley Cyrus again. Oh, good. 
Couldn't she have performed this one as Hannah Montana just to mix it up? Wouldn't that have 
made sense? This is another performance that may or may not feature the So You Think You 
Can Dancers. Another reason for me to watch that show: so I'll stop asking that question about 
every dancer | see on TV from now on. Then she and Daddy Ray Cyrus travel to Appalachian 
Kentucky for a video project on the rural poor. | guess Miley Cyrus is what poor country folk 
have to aspire to these days. It's tough for kids whose dads aren't one-hit jokes. 
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Ryan makes to introduce the winner of Russian Idol and...oh. Robin Williams. Did you guys 
know he did funny voices? | thought he only played mawkish health professionals. Huh. Ryan 
plays the Carl Reiner to Robin's 2,000 Year Old Joke. Robin takes some time to make fun of the 
judges, and Simon is appalled to have to sit through this. Even Paula is like, "He's on something, 
though, right?" Even Randy is like, "Doesn't he really just do the same thing every time?" Even 
Ryan is like, "Did he really just grab Simon's ass like that?" 


Oh Miss Tyra, really. As if | didn't hate this show enough. She pledges to donate the wig on her 
head as well as dedicate a whole episode of The Tyra Banks Show to how it felt to be her 
watching the "Idol Gives Back" show on TV. 


David Spade (??) introduces a clip of Brad Pitt saving New Orleans with his vaguely-stoned 
attractiveness. Brad and Bill Clinton, y'all. Saving the world. Building homes. Throwing around 
the ol' football (suck it, Mannings!).These kids just want to be able to go home. Damn. And then 
Brad shows up on stage, wearing a different stupid hat than the stupid hat he was wearing in 
New Orleans. His mic isn't working, though, so out comes the sound lady to pin on a new mic. 
She turns to the audience and says, "I just needed a reason to touch him." Sound Lady! For the 
win! Brad then introduces...oh yes...Daughtry. Sorry: DAUGHTRY! This is a music video set in 
Africa, the same as Carrie's "I'll Stand By You" last year. It's still kind of tacky, to me. Is it 
pathetic that | still like Chris Daughtry mostly because of how much | still hate Taylor and 
Elliott? I'm sure I'll get some emails providing an answer to that question. 


And then? AND THEN...the DVR kicks this whole stupid show off my TV screen. Two and a half 
hours and they still couldn't fit it all in on time? Suck it HARD, American Idol. From what | 
understand, | missed Mariah Carey (aw) and the Idols singing for the Lord. Please consider 
donating to me for the entertainment I lost in those five minutes. But then actually donate that 
money to a real charity. Just not because Ryan Seacrest told you to. 


SEASON 7 IDOL GIVES BACK: RESULTS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 30 | Aired on 04.10.2008 


Season 7 Idol Gives Back: Results - Sometimes they say "shocking" and it's not shocking, and then sometimes they say 
“shocking” and it's like three times moreso than you think it'll be. This is one of those times. 


Last night, we "put all the competition on hold" in "the name of good," but now it's time to let 
these poor kids stop freaking out. | love how Ryan still believes in Giving Back. | have that saved 
on DVR and I'm going to watch it after this weecap. | think that I will love it. Also, | am sorry I've 
been so grumpy, but it's not my fault the last two weeks of this show have been absolutely 
abhorrent. Thanks for the well-wishes and general concern about my mood. Ten days 'til Gossip 
Girl comes back and | regain my Cylon/Waldorf equilibrium, such as it is. 


Also last night, we raised over $60M which is cool, and learned many secrets: Randy played the 
guitar in a very special way, only Robin Williams is more disgusting than Ben Stiller, Teri Hatcher 
has a pretty voice, Jimmy Kimmell is totally hot and | don't care who knows it, Miley Cyrus 
makes me feel Punk'd, Carrie sang my favorite George Michael song, Annie Lennox and that 
lady with Brad Pitt are magic, and apparently so is Jesus. 


So we get to hear the Jesus song again, and have those awesome conversations like "As a 
non-Christian, | am offended about something" and "as a Christian, | am offended more than 
you are" and "as a bystander, | am offended in this whole other unrelated way." Which | know we 
all enjoy. Never having heard this song until right this second as my little fingers are typing 
about it, | don't know. I'm offended by how it's shitty. | don't want to speak for Jesus, but my 
understanding about His iPod is that it's mostly 10,000 Maniacs, sound clips from The Big 
Lebowski, The Wizard Of Ahhs by Black Kids, and The Virgins’ debut album (particularly "Rich 
Girls," even though he thinks they ripped him off on the lyrics). People who rock on this 
performance of it are David Cook and Carly, which is nice. 


Zack & Cody, so now we know what they look like, and it's actually Mary Kate & Ashley that they 
look like. Then all the fools of Hollywood singing "I'm A Believer," like so: that awful gay 
stereotype guy from S&TC plus Michael Chiklis, Selma Blair's regrettable haircut plus pretty 
blonde girls dancing in a way that makes nobody look good, Eddie Izzard in man-drag, fucking 
Rob Schneider plus a blonde doing Tae Bo, a blonde girl making an ugly face with her boobs 
out, a strange man that looks like a CGI creature, Selma looking puffy, Zack and Cody being 
awful, Kylie!, generally if | don't recognize somebody they're the Pussycat Dolls so I'm gonna 
say: Pussycat Dolls, Dr. Effin' Phil, Ricki Lake looking hot, Rachael Ray needing to get punched 
in the face, a basketball player with stuff stuck to his face, the same blonde girl or maybe they 
are all the same blonde girl or it is the Pussycat Dolls again, a woman who is possibly Baby 
Spice having an exorcism, a lady who might be the wife on that excruciating show about the 
awful man who has to do with Seinfeld, that gay-adjacent BBW from The Practice who's always 
around whenever charity happens, Rachael Ray still asking for it, Cheryl Something might be the 
name of the wife lady, why is this not just Kylie Minogue for twenty minutes, possibly a Real 
Housewife from Somewhere or Something, 300 liters of Botox all over the place plus some 
boots, a basketball man from the very purple Lakers which is | believe an American team, 
Rachael Ray has got to know on some level how off-putting she is, some more people with 
plastic surgery, Ryan being simply wonderful and practically perfect in every way, people who 
are not Kyra Sedgwick or Eva Longoria, what on Earth has happened to Selma Blair, people in 
desperate need of attention for real, more surgery, Ricki Lake looking seriously hot some more, 
dorks to the Todd Oldham level of dorkiness possibly including Todd Oldham, a scary drag 
queen, that was awful, | am no longer a believer. The episode has got to be like three-quarters 
over by now, right? 
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Over 31 million votes came on Tuesday, the highest this season. What Ryan's not saying is that 
-- at least live ratings-wise -- old /GB was the lowest-rated episode of this show in a long while. 
Perhaps, like me, everybody's waiting until it seems like a good idea. Like when they are drunk. 


Brooke ("You've Got A Friend") was pleasant, beloved, and Randy was not mad at her, a phrase 
which was played two years ago. Ryan wonders if she's going to have a breakdown, but no: her 
sister's getting married on Saturday, and she won't be there unless she gets eliminated. "Or 
maybe | will be there, let's find out." Even Ryan is like, you're doing really great tonight with the 
talking and not acting like a lunatic. He hands her his little card and she learns that she is safe, 
and then immediately goes back to being weird and wandering around talking to herself. | am 
so passionate about that girl, I'm really glad she has brought it back. The awesome singing and 
presence, | mean, not the other thing. The craziness | could take or leave, but | hope she gets 
some freakin’ sleep, and that they let her go to that wedding. 


Cook ("Innocent") is the whole package, Simon thought it was pompous -- which it was, because 
it always is -- and then Cook reminds us how he is also arrogant and smug, and then does a 
crossword puzzle about all the things that make him a chump and are standing in his way. Ryan 
says all those things are also things about Simon. Although this doesn't cause him to make out 
with Cook, he's safe. 


Archuleta ("Some dumb song | can't even remember") is beloved by an exuberant adult 
homosexual in the audience who will now be going with the authorities. Randy thought it was 
"crazy crazy crazy hot." Also, he is safe, and his dad still looks like the lost Beatnik of the 
Village People. 


Ryan calls our attention to the empty stools opposite the safety couches, but won't tell us what 
they mean. | hope that green Nickelodeon stuff falls on them. Ricki Lake! When did you turn 
totally freaking adorable? | want to have babies with Ricki Lake all of a sudden. Speaking of 
babies, Ladysmith goes wild on some film of horror somewhere. Forrest Whitaker tells us about 
a beggar child who is six years old in Angola; his dad lost his sight to a landmine. God. Forrest 
goes to visit them, looking svelte as usual, and they demonstrate for him how the three kids 
sleep on one very crappy mattress. Then Forrest just about loses it. It's pretty rough because 
he's so smart and good and valid and trustworthy that it makes it even worse. Like, if Terri 
Hatcher was showing us this it would be awful, but now it's like even awfuller because you have 
to feel bad on Forrest's behalf also. The chorus of "Pride In The Name Of Love" introduces us to 
a children's refuge where they do classes and have fun and eat food and stuff. Forrest is happy 
about that, but because he can count, he knows it's not really enough. Then all the little kids 
sing "We Are The World,” which, when you put those words in the mouths of the people that it's 
about, is like the saddest song ever written. 
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Now, it's a pleasure for Ryan to introduce Jordin -- the reigning Idol -- singing a song about 
respiration while doing her labored best. She looks sexy-beautiful, which is new on her; Chris 
Brown will look fifteen for the rest of our lives. The backing track on Jordin's vocals is Ashlee 
amounts of ridiculous, and her moves onstage are lethargic at best, but she looks awesome, 
and | don't know jack about this song so who knows? At times they just stare at each other and 
let their tracks do all the work, and then at the end they get very touchy-stroky-feely, to a point 
where Ryan's like, "It is as if you two have met beyond this dumb song." It seems really 
repetitive and overproduced, but for some reason that's not enough for me this time. Then a 
bunch of fans bring a bunch of certification plaques up: platinum on downloads of that song 


and "Tattoo," and a gold record for her album. Ryan tries to say that this legitimizes the show, 
but I'll believe it when it's somebody who retains good ties to the franchise and their songs are 
actually good. 


The pimpmercial jammy-jam just wants to celebrate another day of living, and involves Carly 
and Cook making dumb faces and everybody playing with paint. There's nothing that cool about 
it, except...when did Michael Johns lose ten years off his age? That happened sometime last 
week. It's so weird and welcome. | finally, finally get what those people were talking about at 
the beginning of the season. Plus I actually noticed his voice this week, for once. | hope he is so 
good next week. 


Jason ("Somewhere Over The Rainbow") bought that ukulele last week for a secret but large 
amount of money, was universally beloved, and is safe. "Safe" and "universal" being the 
operative words with Castro's shtick, which is getting tired. Maybe my shriveled heart only has 
so much room in it and | just kicked him out at some point and Michael moved in or something. 


The Colonel ("Anyway") is up next, provoking love/hate/cognitive dissonance with every 
movement and breath and sound she makes, and she is safe too. So all that's left is Syesha, 
Michael and Carly. Two out of three, | agree with, but | don't know who | would trade for 
Michael in this scenario. 


Jim Carrey is something that | very much love, and it's always nice to see him. But even when 
he's trying to act like the straight man, it's unrealistic. He's like the only person who seems 
more realistic when he's being completely ridiculous, or acting. Like Archuleta, kind of. But not 
like Bono! Every time Bono opens his mouth, an angel dies of diabetes. Hillary Clinton wants 
you to help make the world a better place, or else, and would like to explain to you how 
donations work. McCain -- are you getting this? -- McCain makes a shitty joke about Florida 
votes and is egregious. Obama is a sweetheart. | can't believe all three of these people are able 
to look into the camera and say how amazing IGB is. | mean, they don't have a choice, but I'd be 
swallowing barf every second if it were me. | will never be president, though. Can you imagine 
that? My God. The year America got Waxman-Geschwind and wouldn't shut up about Tennyson 
and Eliot and depth psych. 
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Anyway, Michael and Carly and Syesha. Michael's actually wearing appropriately fitting clothing, 
which is good. Carly is dressed like a dork as usual, and Syesha is perfectly serviceable. 
Michael's "Dream On" was a misrepresentation, Syesha's "I Believe" was a huge mistake, Carly's 
"Show Must Go On" was freaky and unpleasant. Unless you were Paula, and then they are all 
superheroes. And then suddenly Carly and Syesha are safe, and Michael had the lowest number 
of votes this week. Paula is weirded out. 


Ryan's like, "Last year we didn't eliminate anybody. Tonight..." No way, you cannot get rid of 
Michael just when he was getting good! That is awful! Take it back, Seacrest! Take it back! 
",..We say goodbye to Michael Johns." That was awful. | can't believe they let him twist for 48 
hours like that under the assumption that he was going to be Given Back. That SUCKS. I'm really 
kind of grossed out by that. | mean, it's not like this show is so fucking legit that they need to 
twist it up and shoot Bill Adama in the face sometimes to get capital or whatever. It's American 
Idol. the opposite of keeping it real. That's gross. 


You know, | don't normally get weirded out by the actual mechanics of this show, the hoops 
Ryan makes them jump through. The last time | was yucked out like this was the thing where Bo 
had to pick between the two groups, and that was half being grossed out by Bo as much as the 


show, but this is just stupid and shitty. | wish | had paid more attention to him while he was on 
the show. That bites. Even Simon's like, "Makes sense, but it sucks because you are awesome 
and a nice guy.” Which for Simon is the equivalent of Paula writhing around on the floor with 
tears pouring down her face and her dress up over her head. Which, | mean, that's happening 
too, but the camera's on Simon. Michael goes all out with his singout, doing the catwalk and 
doing a great job. | hope he doesn't try the falsetto...well, he does, for like one second, and 
then thinks better of it. Good kid. | would have liked to know more about him than the silly 
faces and dumb dancing and the tennis obsession. You can tell the judges are torn up about it, 
sweetly enough, and over in the Temple Grandin Area David Cook is yelling some unrelated shit 
to somebody off-camera and could care less, which is fun. 


So, that's seven now. | hope Brooke regains her momentum and Cook stays the course, | hope 
the Colonel continues to do good instead of evil, | hope David Archuleta and Jason grow a pair 
and cut out doing the same thing all the time, | hope Carly starts singing like she did tonight, 
and | hope Syesha goes home next week because she is done. Stick a fork in that toaster 
already. 


SEASON 7: TOP 7 PERFORMANCES 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 31 | Aired on 04.15.2008 


Season 7: Top 7 Performances - American Idol and Mariah go together like babies and pacifiers. Or so we've heard. 


Ryan Seacrest is somehow under the impression that we still remember what Michael Johns 
looked like, much less continue to be traumatized by his "shocking" ouster last week. Really, 
America? You were honestly that attached to him in the first place? No matter, though, as 
Mariah Carey is here to make things all better. I'm being totally serious, this shit better be 
good. 


We get the traditional mentor video package which tracks Mariah's journey from curly hair to 
straight and back again. Suddenly I'm longing for "Shake It Off" to replace Ruben celebrating the 
contestants home as this season's kiss-off song. It'd certainly be less maudlin. Mariah starts us 
off on what will end up being the evening's most unlikely theme, saying that she's approaching 
this mentor gig from the perspective of "an artist, a singer, and a songwriter.” Look, I'm no snob 
when it comes to Mariah Carey, but even I'm going to have to draw a line at appreciating her as 
a songwriter, okay? Back on the stage, Ryan and Simon give Randy shit for his years and years 
of Mariah name-dropping finally coming to a head tonight. Ryan also basically orders Randy to 
not even try it with the "You can't live up to Mariah" stuff this week, seeing as it's 

a producer-mandated theme and all. Randy will heed this advice about 50% of the time, not to 
ruin the suspense for you or anything. 


First up is David Archuleta, who will be singing "When You Believe." Yes, the only Mariah song 
that can be connected to an animated movie based on the Bible, that's what David's singing. Try 
to hide your shock. Mariah's advice to him, as it will be through much of the night, comes 
across a degree or two more control-freaky than it does when other mentors try to suggest key 
changes and such. It makes me appreciate her more as a musician, while at the same time 
making me worried about what happens if her latte is placed on the wrong table or something. 
As for the performance: vintage Archuleta. Which means a whole lot of making you understand 
how deeply he's feeling the song, with the eyes closed and the arm-clutching. It also means an 
unimpeachable vocal performance, this time full of runs and accoutrements and a bunch of 
Mariah-appropriate not-singing-the-melody stuff. He's good. There's also some business with 
leather pants, | am given to understand, but as with the whole season-long lip-licking 
extravaganza, | didn't really notice because | am not a creepy, creepy perv man. Randy annoys 
me right off the bat as he talks about how weird it's going to be to see boys singing girls songs 
tonight (you'd think after years of working with Whitney, Mariah, and Celine he'd be used to the 
concept of drag queens by now), but he thought David worked it out. Paula beams a ray of 
sunshine directly from her ass, as usual. Simon gets a dig in about what a predictably "Up With 
Archuleta" song choice that was, but he's back to stroking David's shiny hair as the prospective 
winner. Then Ryan -- who is in Super Duper Mother Hen mode tonight -- takes the stage and 
makes sure David's eating right and taking his Flintstones chewables and such. Then David's 
like, "Sorry, | don't do drugs," and runs off to tell his dad. 


-- Page 2 -- 


After the break, Carly joins Ryan by the cola monitors, continuing the charade that this season 
now has a giant Michael-Johns-shaped hole in it. Man, if that guy was the life of this season's 
particular party? Remember when there were actual fun people on the show? Remember when 
there was Blake and Chris and Jordin and Melinda and Gina and how you imagined they had fun 
and vibrant lives off-camera? ...Oh, right, that was just me. Anyway, Carly hasn't endured her 
weekly breakdown yet, so she's still pretty fun with Mariah, as she tells us MC was like "a big 


sunshine ray." Carly doesn't mention that it's because of the giant key light that follows her at 
all times. Carly will be singing "Without You" because fucking of course she is. God damn it, 
Carly. Way to take the most predictable choice and also the most doomed to failure. | blame 
Randy Jackson for at least half of this, because he's the asshole who kept yelling at her to sing 
these songs and nothing but these songs, but Carly needs to have enough backbone and 
personal identity to resist capitulating to that all the time. Because these are the songs that 
have sunk her like a stone. It's not even a terrible performance, but it's underwhelming and 
unremarkable. Not only in comparison to Mariah's version, but is there still a rule that you can't 
sing something that Kelly Clarkson killed on this show during her season? It should be. Poor 
Carly, you guys. Just getting steamrolled by life, again and again. Even Tattoo Face in the 
audience is like, "Ohhhh, they're not gonna like this." Randy praises the song choice (asshole) 
but criticizes the low notes. Paula's like, "Well at least you didn't break your voice into a million 
pieces this week." Simon is also a dick enough to have wanted to hear this song from her all 
along, but he didn't think she lived up to it. He still thinks she's caught up in her own head, 
though Carly makes a point not to have a messy breakdown on stage this week. Which is either 
progress or else she held on with her fingernails until the cameras went off. 


Next up is Syesha, like | have the patience for her crap tonight. Mariah greets her with the fixed 
smile and slow-mo embrace that comes with confronting someone who's a little too much like 
you for your own comfort. Syesha sings "Vanishing," a song | didn't think | knew but it turns out 
I think | might. Either that, or else Mariah's "songwriting" leans more toward the familiar than 
even | thought. It's a very Syesha performance (I'm sorry, this is the point in the season where 
everyone's styles have become so fixed that I'm not able to say much more than that). | don't 
know what it is with Syesha's performances. She's not exactly precocious, she doesn't seem like 
a kid playing dress-up exactly, but the perfunctory nature of these big diva numbers add up to 
something like a...cabaret act. Simon! | finally understand! Randy shows uncharacteristic 
restraint in calling the performance very, very "good," which is probably as accurate as 
anything. Paula thinks the semi-obscure song choice was a good idea, but Simon and | disagree 
on that one. Familiarity is Syesha's friend at this stage of the game. Also, and this applies to 
Carly and also to Future Kristy Lee: it'd have killed you guys to go for something up-tempo to 
keep the audience awake? The guys pretty much had to deal with the ballads, and Brooke has 
no business dealing with motion of any kind, but the other three really could have done the 
hour a lot of good with some "Fantasy" or "Honey" or something. Hook a recapper up, girls. 
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After the break, Brooke relays her sad story about having to miss her sister's wedding, 
which...yeah, that would suck, | have to admit. Particularly if she gets eliminated this week, 
which...well, I'll get to that in a minute. Mariah actually wrote "Hero" for Gloria Estefan, 
originally, or so she tells us. And then, what, she yanked it back once she thought it would be a 
super #1 hit? Just when you thought those VH1 Divas concerts couldn't have gotten more 
intense. So that's what Brooke will be singing, to my great disappointment. When you're as 
white-bread as Brooke, you really can't afford to go down the "Hero" road. She takes it to the 
piano, "Let It Be" style, and against all odds it starts out really well, if pretty much identical to 
any other Brooke-ified songs from this season. That being said, about forty seconds into the 
performance, the wheels start to come off. She blows a couple notes, and the bridge sounds too 
flat, and the nerves start showing on her face, and all of a sudden that stage and that piano are 
looking awfully big and Brooke White is looking awfully small. It's weird to see a performance 
shrink like that before your very eyes. By the end, it looks more talent show than anything 
Brooke's done all season. Not her worst performance, but this is a bad time to be this 
unimpressive. Randy noticed how the bridge went all haywire, too, and of course Brooke cannot 
help herself and says -- for the billionth time this season -- that this was a difficult and ill-fitting 
genre for her. | feel her, what with the big diva songs going up against her limited vocal range, 
but welcome to half the people on the show this season. Paula praises the "unplugged version" 


of the song, which I guess is very different from Mariah's version with the big electric guitar 
solo in the middle. Paula calls it a "brave" arrangement which...stop it, judges, come on. It's not 
brave for Brooke to perform the song in the only style she knows (which Simon actually does 
acknowledge). It's not brave for her, or for David Cook when he does the same, or for anybody 
else. At best I'd give you that Castro's weird-ass ukulele arrangements are "brave" in the same 
way that, like, Bai Ling's fashion sense is brave, but overall you'd think a week after Idol Gives 
Back, they'd have retired the term "brave" to refer to any of the performances, just on general 
principle. Anyway. Simon embarks on a very tortured hamburger metaphor that gets dragged 
out for ever and ever, with Ryan flailing around for a few long minutes trying to make hay of it, 
all the while Brooke stands there looking like an idiot. Well done, morons. 
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Kristy Lee is next, and she'll also be doing a song I've never heard before. Luckily it's a bland 
ballad, so I'll be able to catch up on some of the sleep I've been missing lately wondering if | 
should really express the fact that | kind of want Kristy Lee to win this whole show. It's kind of 
like the Pickler thing two years ago, where I'm finding it difficult to root for anybody, and since 
KLC manages to have as little respect for the show as | do, that makes her someone | want to 
stick around for a while. Of course, performances like this don't help at all. Vocally, she's just 
fine, and it fits the twang in her voice nicely, but this is powerfully boring stuff and not at all the 
kind of trainwrecky goodness (or shameless cynicism) that could make me appreciate Kristy Lee 
on an ironic level. So | guess it's back to rooting for David Cook, | guess. Randy thought she 
stepped up on the final note. Paula thinks she's totally diabolical (eh, not this week she's not) 
and thinks she could have a hit with that song. And Simon though she did decently enough 
given a theme that didn't suit her (though his comments sound more negative than that). 


After the break, Ryan's in the audience wearing a silly hat and sitting next to Ramiele. This is 
how I picture his weekends, when he's not busy hosting a red carpet somewhere. Anyway, David 
Cook is next, and he "surprised" Mariah by choosing "Always Be My Baby.” I'm not sure which 
Mariah Carey song would have been a better fit for David, so | don't know where the surprise 
comes from, but more importantly: "Always Be My Baby” is my sister's favorite Mariah song, I'm 
fairly certain, so Liz Reid, this portion of the recap goes out to you. David works the song out 
on his guitar, and Mariah can't help but trill along with it, which is kind of cool to see. Mariah's 
kind of psyched at the idea that someone else might be able to make a go with this song ina 
whole other style. | have to say | agree with her, because once again | find myself completely 
onboard with the whole David Cook thing. We've had our rough spots, but here | am again, 
putting down the remote and not typing anything and just enjoying the performance. As far as | 
know, this isn't an arrangement he cribbed off of anyone else, so | get to praise the 
arrangement here, which is of course bombastic and dramatic and has a great build to it. The 
judges, of course, think it's the bravest brave that ever braved, which we've already covered. 
Randy thinks he's the most album-ready of the bunch, which is true but which also reminds me 
of why I have to enjoy David while I can, while he's covering old songs in new and fun ways, 
because once he gets to make his very own Daughtry album, I'm going to lose interest, | think. 
Paula, in perhaps the best moment of the night, says she could see that song on a movie 
soundtrack right now. Which probably earned a whole lot of scoffing across the country, but 
from where | was sitting, a) yeah it could, and b) that would be fantastic. Ladies and gentlemen, 
your Love Theme From /ron Man. Simon begins his comment saying "It was like coming out of 
karaoke hell..." and of the course the dumbfuck audience starts booing because they don't 
understand things like context and tone of voice and logical progression of words and are too 
busy wondering where Barack Obama gets off being so elitist to hear what Simon's building to. 
But of course the payoff is that David broke free of that karaoke hell into the best performance 
of the night. The crowd goes nuts and David ecstatic and he starts crying, which is a 
combination of a billion things including his brother being sick, and Ryan Seacrest being many 
things but not a dummy zeroes in on this as an excuse to touch David a whole heck of a lot. 


Having sufficiently choked up both contestant and recapper, we head into the final commercial 
break. 
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Finally, we have Jason Castro. Our last chance for some blessed insanity. Instead, we get an 
unexpectedly very good performance. Nothing to freak out about, but not anything close to the 
disaster Jason singing Mariah could have been. "I Don't Want To Cry" is the song, and Jason is 
receptive to Mariah control-freaky "advice." With an army of acoustic guitars and bongos to keep 
Matthew McConaughey busy for an entire weekend, Jason manages to keep his innate goofiness 
at bay, which is how most of his good performances have gone. It's nothing I'm going to go 
back and listen to later, but in the context of this episode, it's one of my favorites. Randy "didn't 
get it," saying it sounded like freaky Hawaiian luau music. Paula is of course proud of 
everybody, including the pig roasting on the spit at this imaginary luau. Simon says he liked it, 
then says the boys totally mopped the floor with the girls tonight. And...yeah, they did. 


Tomorrow: results and the likely return of the "choose which group is the bottom three and 
which is safe" gambit , which I'm guessing will fall to either Carly (for maximum freakout 
potential) or one of the Davids (for maximum pimpage potential). As for who's going home: 
Kristy Lee and Syesha won't be easy to remember to vote for, but | wouldn't be shocked at any 
of the women getting eliminated tonight. 


SEASON 7: TOP 7 RESULTS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 32 | Aired on 04.16.2008 


Season 7: Top 7 Results - Brooke is safe and KLC's out? For real? 


Ryan's fauxhawk is now so pointy that you could use it to split kindling. Is this like some kind of 
tanorexic thing where each night he bugs the people to put just a little more gel in there for 
some reason? He's starting to look like one of those disco superheroes from the '70s. "From the 
thousands who auditioned," of course, we're down to seven. I'm actually kind of worried. | hated 
everybody | like and liked everybody | hate last night. With David Cook, this is nothing new. But 
Syesha? That's unconscionable. At least KLC didn't do it for me this week. | was thinking of 
going in to have my head sharpened. | was going to ask orange Ryan for a referral. 


Mariah Carey is here, that's good, and Elliot Yamin, which is not that exciting, and Ryan's taking 
calls, which is awful. Simon winks at Ryan and we're into the group song, "One Sweet Day." A 
song | don't know very well. Jason continues to bloom, of all things, in the week of Mariah, then 
kicks it to the Colonel, whose tone sounds as good as it ever has. Oh, this is one of those 
creepy "dead people watch you from the sky" songs, | hate those. You know what else is creepy? 
David Cook singing to me about dead people with that creepy stalker face on his face. 


Brooke seems broken, but she's been that way for awhile; | feel guilty for wanting to leave 
whenever Archuleta sings these days. Carly has tried this alien concept of "sleeves" and found it 
lacking, so we're back to those awful tattoos. David Cook and Syesha are so interested in 
impressing you that they completely leave the actual song behind, which is annoying, and then 
everybody gets very breathy at then end. | still feel like | haven't heard this song. Either 
Courtney Love got really fat or else Jessica Sierra got really fat but either way she's down in the 
audience. 


Ryan points out the motherfuck who wrote "This Is My Now," and so excited is the crowd to find 
out who's going home that they forget to beat his ass into the ground. He looks like a nice 
chap, kind of Augusten Burroughsy, with an argyle cardigan. Not even argyle will save you from 
my wrath, chucker. 


Carly makes hideous faces in the reminder video, with Mariah telling the kids about how she's 
just like a normal person, only totally abnormal. David Cook was smarmy some more, 
remember? David Archuleta was like, "Good things sometimes/ Miracles sometimes/ Don't use 
guns/ Little puppies licking your face/ Birthday parties" or whatever. Carly sang the suicide 
song from that movie and Simon was not impressed. KLC was almost as good as she has been 
lately, but at least she did the hilarious arm thing again. Brooke continued to be a bitter 
disappointment, and | wish they would just send her home before her spirit is permanently 
crushed altogether. (She tells us backstage that it actually is as painful as it seems to get 
panned by Cowell.) Syesha was the best she's ever been, Ryan was annoying, Jason was way 
awesome, David Cook was freaking awesome and will be ten times better on the studio cut but 
is still a chump. Man, that was like the best night in so long. I'm so glad | watched it. Mariah, 
too, was impressed. 
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Ryan cracks jokes about Randy's beach luau hula dancing, Randy says that Simon has a grass 


skirt, Ryan says he knows, and somehow Simon thinks being arch and agreeing means he won. 
"Yeah, we do have gay sex. That makes you a queer, queer." Simon's not really completing that 


equation like he thinks. Actually, same deal on Ryan, of course, but aren't you just kind of used 
to him claiming Simon for his own? 


Seven finalists. That means it's time for the annual "pick your group" screw-around? | hope they 
don't make Brooke do it because she might actually fall over dead. First up Jason sang "I Don't 
Want To Cry," which Randy didn't care for but Simon and Paula, correctly, loved. Jason is from 
Texas and hasn't done much beach or luau time. Although he was Cheyenne's boyfriend for a 
while. Jason starts one group. 


David "Always Be My Baby” Cook comes out and acts so fake and silly about the applause and 
screaming. How do you say, "You are the new Clay Aiken," in a polite way? | still can't figure it 
out. David is very proud of his song and was overwhelmed by the amazing response, two things 
he should be. He was amazing in concept and pretty good in execution and I'm very proud of 
him too. He's Group Two. 


Carly is wearing a cute high-waisted skirt, was cautioned not to hold herself back last night 
after "If Living Is Without You." She cannot agree. She tells Simon that he is being too hard on 
her, which is fucking asking for it. He tells her she has greatness potential and needs to be 
pushed. Which is his point for existing; | guess Carly didn't get the memo that she's in the Top 
Seven of the biggest show in history. | guess she needs just a little more encouragement. Fool. 
Carly joins Jason in Group One. 


The Colonel babbles about whatever and is boring at all times. At least she's not piping up 
about how Mariah Carey is in love with her some more. | hope somebody told her how 
obnoxious that was. She joins her fellow Cook in Group Two. 


Pimpmercial: super effin' creepy puppet effects on all the idols working in an office, like that 
boy band video from long ago, but with a lot of styling and scariness like Rasputina or those 
ladies-in-waiting from "Lady Marmalade." The song, which is more boring than most songs you 
might have heard in your lifetime, is called "I Want To Break Free." | hope it's not as awful as it 
seems. Jason cuts their strings and then they can smile again and they drive away in vehicles. 
Conceptually, yes, but it's kind of artsy for the bad song and this dumb show. But everybody 
looked good as office-working puppets; | guess the total irony of that passed all of them by. 
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Elliot just got back from Africa and is now going to be singing a song called "Free." | hope he 
looks healthy... Nope. Still working the werewolf thing. Wasn't he like just here? | don't think | 
recapped it but | feel like | remember Joe writing this paragraph at some point. Yamin seems 
more professional all the time, but his songs are always so boring and repetitive and unoriginal. 
He and Alicia Keys should get together and explain slow-ass R&B jams to me, because even 
never having heard the song, you can still anticipate every note and key change and lyric. He's 
like such a relic compared to this group, it's quaint. And then it turns out that his mom passed 
away recently, which is really sad. She was a neat lady, | thought. It makes me want to give him 
a hug. Well, that and his brown velvet suit. 


Way to bum me out, show. Anyway, Syesha sang "Vanishing" awesomely, and only Simon was 
unhappy with it because it's a less-known song. Which I didn't know, because that's the only 
album I've ever heard, and it contains my favorite Mariah Carey song of all time, "All In Your 
Mind." That song makes me feel like a superspy, | love it so much. Anyway, Syesha was as good 
as usual, but way less off-putting, which is a good mix, even though she did kind of make it 
seem like Mariah Carey was lucky to meet her. She joins Carly and Jason. 


Brooke next. Thank goodness they're putting Archuleta in the scary spot. They talk about the 
hamburger thing and as usual she makes no sense, saying she was working the vegetarian vote. 
She swears she was putting everything she had into it -- which isn't a lie. She just doesn't have 
much left. He sends her to the Cooks, and now all three of them look so, so sad. Ryan laughs 
about leaving Archuleta backstage over the commercial, and also Mariah is still singing. At least 
tell half of them they're safe first ... nope. 


Phone calls. Yuck. This is the worst thing happening these days. Some lady in CT wants to know 
if the keys around David Cook's neck possibly symbolize anything tragic. Joan wants to know if 
KLC ever got her horse back, heh, Jillian wants to know -- in recognition of National Record 
Store Day, April 19 -- what album the judges first bought, and a 76-year-old woman wants to 
know the percentage of contestants who actually do what Simon suggests for them, because he 
is awesome. Those aren't so bad, if you leave out the Claymate one and the thing about the 
horse. Which is, of course, the first one Ryan takes. KLC says that her horse is being held 
hostage by the man who bought the horse. | bet he's holding out for crazy money. Ryan calls 
the dude a dick, and KLC mugs for the camera but can't actually even carry the weight of this 
stupid non-story. 
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Then: Jillian! Awesome. Randy got Led Zeppelin, Beatles and James Brown. Paula's were / Want 
You Back, Earth Wind & Fire, and Tapestry. No wonder she has such good taste in material. 
Simon's answer is that he was ten years old and boughtStraight Up. Awesome answer, that's 
hilarious. Everybody claps and Paula bows. Ryan is tickled for the rest of the segment. Some girl 
named Megan ("from Paula's show") doesn't really have any questions, she just wants to chat, 
because being a fifteen year old near a phone turns you into an irritating beast. She finally asks 
Paula which of her songs best describes her relationship with Simon, and he says "Straight Up," 
obviously, and she goes to a dark place with that, which makes him laugh nervously, and 
meanwhile Randy is repeating "Cold Hearted Snake" over and over over desperately begging for 
attention. Like | mean he says it sixty fucking times, and nobody cares, and Paula and Simon 
just ignore him. (I have Aad it with Randy Jackson. It took five years, but | am so fucking sick of 
his pointless talking. When he's on, he's on, but | have never seen so much lip-flapping without 
anything of merit coming out. Seriously. Was it always this bad?) Paula goes, "Cold Hearted 
Snake' is too obvious, but ‘Straight Up,’ Simon, I'll never be ‘Forever Your Girl'." Or something, 
whatever. 

The next question is a timewaster about the differences between "karaoke," "theme park" and 
"piano bar" as Simon's descriptions. Which isn't even a question and | refuse to recap it. We get 
it. Simon rolls his eyes and the idiots in the audience applaud for no reason, and Simon's like: 
"Who cares? That means | don't like it." She keeps babbling and Paula claps for no reason. And 
then: is David Cook single? Yeah, he is. And he wants to be your boyfriend. He loves you. He 
wants to make passionate love to you. He asked me not to tell you, but yes. Your time is 
coming. Don't even bother leaving the house or forming actual relationships with other human 
beings, just go home and wait. He will be there at eight tonight. Wear something slutty. 


Then Mariah sings a song about: grandmothers, childhood, regret, the importance of 
face-to-face communication, affection, um, moisturizing, timekeeping, difficulties, obstacles, 
the word "bye-bye" one hundred and eleven times in a row with hand movements, various 
numerals, the importance of spending holidays with loved ones, muscular and joint strength, 
pain assessment, the procession of the days of the week, wishing and screaming in a scary way, 
whistle-tones, insomnia, and the "bye-bye" thing again. | think the message either relates to the 
importance of making efforts to retain the exclusive company of those whose exclusive 
company you prefer, or regret regarding a past inability to do so, or both exhortation to do so 
while discussion past failures to do so. It is lovely. 
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"Randy knows | love myself ... some him ... Randy,” Mariah explains (?), and then totally plugs 
her album and giggles about it, awesomely, and then they talk about how Randy proclaims her 
name constantly like Godot and then she talks crazy like she does. Ryan's tail is actually 
wagging. Aww, he loves divas so much. 


Now back to the pain. Okay, so bring out the gimpuleta already. He's not happy about what's 
sure to be a non-surprising event about to happen. "When You Believe" proved he could sing 
anything, and the real judges agreed with Randy. He softly says that he's comfortable on the 
stage, and is having fun, and doesn't hate this life, or performing, and makes all his decisions 
himself, and doesn't make little cuts on his leg every night. And David is safe. He asks Ryan 
what he's supposed to do, and then Ryan switches Syesha and David Cook. 


So one group is safe and one's the bottom three, and the audience has the lack of class to 
pretend they don't know what's going to happen next. There's David Cook, Carly and Jason 
Castro on one side -- which puts Carly right in the middle of Safetytown, | think, because she 
wasn't that great last night -- and then KLC, Syesha and Brooke on the other side, the unsafe 
side. Man, if it were me I'd pick the losers every time, just to be nice. 


So Archuleta: which group is the bottom three? He looks sad but unsurprised, and the obvious 
safe trio laughs, and David Archuleta sits down in the middle of the stage. Is it 2005, 6 or 7 
already? Ryan begs him to stop fucking around and pick a side already, and David won't, and 
it's obnoxious. So Cook finally comes and sits next to him, because God fucking forbid anybody 
get the camera for five seconds, and then Carly screams weirdly and shakes his poor little body 
all around for the same reason, and then just to make things more irritating, Ryan tells us next 
week is Andrew Lloyd Webber night. | mean really. 


Colonel, Syesha and Brooke. Syesha was the bestest, KLC is safe, so Brooke's obviously going 
home. And | would say "not a minute too soon" except it's about three weeks late in coming. | 
want her to go start her real life already because it's so painful watching her lose her shit every 
week. Paula -- who by the way is wearing a belt buckle, a chandelier, a big scarf and a giant 
flower around her neck all at once -- babbles, but Simon thinks Kristy's out. Really, Simon? She 
wasn't as good as last week but she's been getting better and better, and Brooke's been getting 
sadder and sadder. So then ... 
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BROOKE IS SAFE! 


Do what? After last week | half expect Ryan to be like, "Psych!" And then pull out a gun and 
shoot them both on live TV, but no. The Colonel gets her singout and everything. There's a 
psychotic desperation in Brooke's eyes as KLC talks about how she's finally stopped talking 
about how much she sucks, and she and Ryan wish for her horse. Her video journey is mostly 
about how her deep voice gets higher and stupider each week of the show, which is interesting. 
I'll be sad to see her go, honestly. | made a lot of cracks and | don't think | was really wrong 
about her or her creepy black eyes, but she seems okay. | don't know if we'd be friends but it 
had definitely gotten to the place where | was looking forward to her singing each week. 


But | guess it makes sense, in that she's the least professional one at this point. Like always. | 
always forget that it starts coming down at this point to straight-up polish: she's just not as put 
together as the rest of them. Which is a bummer but means Carly might fall before Brooke once 


again next week. Although if I'm right about the kind of total nerd she is, Broadway could be 
her secret weapon. 


Anyway, before watching this episode | watched all of Brooke's performances on YouTube, as a 
kind of funeral for her, and when you do that it's a pretty obvious graph you can draw of her 
fading spirits. But then, maybe, this week will turn her around. Give back! Go buy a record ata 
local record store on Saturday and everyday thereafter: there are people in this world with weed 
to buy. And anyway, very nice. I really wasn't expecting that, were you? 


THE MUUUUUUSIC OF YOUR NIGHTMARES 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 33 | Aired on 04.22.2008 


Season 7: Top 6 Performances - Syesha, Carly, and Cook rock Broadway, while Brooke edges closer and closer to her 
breakdown. 


Who will rise to the challenge of singing awful Andrew Lloyd Webber songs, wonders Ryan. | 
can't help but think that the answer is nobody. | know I've been complaining about getting shit 
episodes, but the thing is, | hate this music so much that it might turn all the way back around 
to awesome. Let us see. 


It's Earth Day, so in four weeks the finale will have Green Power. In other news, the band is 
enhugened because Andrew Lloyd Webber is vulgar. Ryan conducts a second of orchestra, and 
then shows us Paula looking adorable and Simon grinning coquettishly at Ryan. Ryan tries to 
conduct the screaming idiots in the crowd with his conductor stick, but they don't get the joke, 
because the crowd on this show never gets the joke, because if they did they would run 
screaming from the Kodak and into the street. 


The "Jesus Christ Superstar" song plays us into the video about ALW, lending us proper pomp 
and circumstance as we learn some history of a horrible man. | have no idea if he's horrible. He 
just looks old and British and his nasty smarmy-ass grin is very David Cook. He has apparently 
"transformed" the "theatre" -- which Ryan pronounces awesomely, with a slight Britty flourish -- 
as we know it. Actually, it's wise to play this song because that's the only musical | personally 
can handle, and | love it very much, so it's smart to put that up front. 


When ALW was small, he was very cute. He was born in South Kensington and started 
composing at nine. By 17 he looked like a monstrous dead creature, and it stayed that way. One 
of the more awful things he has done to the world is calledPhantom Of The Opera, or as Ryan 
calls it, because he is a homosexual on a first-name basis with crappy musical theatre, just 
"Phantom." ALW tells the Idols that he is their servant while he's mentoring. On the day that 
David Cook met Andrew Lloyd Webber, | must say he looked mighty fine. 


Ryan asks Randy, from a producer's point of view, how hard this is going to be. For all of us. 
The answer is way harsh. Paula babbles about some nothing for awhile, but everybody agrees 
that this is a horrible idea that will make the show, the crew and all the contestants look 
hideous. Ryan then takes umbrage with Simon for describing things pejoratively as "Broadway," 
so how do we justify this little trip through hell? Simon's like, "That is a bitch, | admit it." 


Now, because it is bitter and because it is my heart, | have enlisted my HSBFF Will to give us 
some background on this crap. He is a theatre genius and | love him dearly. Take his word as 
gospel. All the memories of any kind of musical theatre besides Jesus Christ Superstar knocking 
around in my brain, and lots that | have long since sacrificed to drugs, come from Will. | still 
have his joke DVD of the Hasselhoff Jekyll & Hyde because it is the definition of OMG. I can 
remember this conversation vividly in particular from sophomore year: 
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Jacob: "On the cover of Time magazine are those eyeballs from Cats, but it looks like people in 
there. Is that from the actual poster or did Time magazine make up those people in the 
eyeball?" 

Will: "Don't go see Cats." 


Sometimes when Brian is out of town, or pretending to have the Ebola virus because he hates 
musicals, Will gives me Brian's ticket to things, theatrical things. He took me to Phantom Of The 
Thing and we sat right up front so you could see all the gears and set parts moving around, and 
that was awesome. He's so great to do that stuff with because he knows everything in the 
universe and he'll just lean over and quietly deliver these amazing blasts of info that | 
desperately want to know, like, "See that purple thing on the left? Three songs from now, it's 
going to burst into flame. At the same time, that staircase is going to be pulled up into the sky 
by a complicated system of pulleys and things, and be replaced by a giant cloud. Then a boat is 
going to come out of there with a bunch of rats on it. They will not be real rats, but gay dudes 
dressed up as rats. And if you look to the extreme left you can see part of the boat in that 
mirror from Act Il. If we were in London right now, you couldn't see that corner of the boat in 
the mirror, because the Bideawee Royal Theatre has one meter more width in that part of the 
stage, which is called 'the aftcastle.' Do you remember when we saw that thing with the scary 
clowns and the made-up language? They kept the Chinese acrobats in the aftcastle. The 
aftcastle is bad luck because the woman that Patti Lupone replaced in The Undertaker's 

Garden was stabbed to death in the aftcastle, so now whenever you walk through there, you 
have to hold your breath and think about that Shaker song "Tis The Gift" the whole time. Do 
you know that song? Good, it could be important if you are ever in the aftcastle. Repeat after 
me: 'aftcastle.” 


Syesha blows ALW's mind for some reason -- and agrees with him how "interesting" her choice 
is, which is just so Syesha -- and tells us confidentially that she's excited about this because she 
would like for us to know she has a personality. Girl, we know you have a personality, we just 
don't like it. You have picked the wrong hateration for this dancery. ALW says she's a weirdo 
and that it's a fun ride. "One Rock & Roll Too Many" is the name of the song, and I do not know 
it. But I will tell you this: Syesha looks amazing, as usual, and sounds amazing, as usual. What 
is not usual is how engaging and likeable she is. Writhing about, acting sexy-fresh, vamping 
around in her red dress, going sadly flat for entire lines, crawling around on all the 
bandmembers in a cute way. Her voice goes weak in some unnecessary places, but altogether 
the performance is pretty adorable and fun. | guess... 
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You know what, | don't think anybody would be surprised to find out that Broadway Diva X was 
a bitch. Whoever it is, possibly excepting Bernadette Peters who seems nice, you wouldn't be 
shocked. Theatre people are nuts, musical people are aliens, and although it's not necessarily 
true it wouldn't be freaky if it were true. So if you remove that from the equation, let's see what 
Syesha can do. You know what I mean? If | weren't so sure she was going to steal my table or 
step on my kid's toe for fun, | wouldn't find her so yucky in the first place. But since that's very 
Broadway of her to do, it doesn't matter. So it's okay to think that this was, for what it was, the 
best of all possible things. 


Will says: "One Rock & Roll Too Many" is from Starlight Express, a musical about trains. Really. 
Trains that fall in love and stuff. [/ was amazed to learn this fact.] She fucked up the beginning. 
This song was written as an Elvis pastiche. Syesha makes it a boring ass song about smoking 
pot. | wish she was dressed as a train. ‘Cause she is a wreck. Did you know Clay Aiken is 

in Spamalot right now? [I did, but I still don't know what that actually means.] He's supposed to 
be good, too. 


Randy basically says that, but takes even longer, focusing on how surprising it is that Syesha 
could ever, ever be likeable. He expects Syesha to be shocked that he liked it. Syesha will never 
be surprised by praise. Paula points out that it's not surprising that it's her favorite genre, 
because it is her "love." | don't know whether that is a noun or subject or direct object or what. 


Simon says it was sexy like Baker Boys, and one of his favorites. "You showed masses of 
personality that we haven't seen before," he says, and they go back to how she's more 
comfortable this way. She also points out that Ricky the conductor was dancing sexy as well, 
which was weird enough that | didn't want to mention it, and Ryan compares him to a Pussycat 
Doll. Whatever. Ryan hugs her and is very proud of her. 


And now the bullllllllshit, with Jason Castro singing "Memory." And you know what, it makes 
total sense. His whole thing is to take something completely worn out and stupid like 
"Somewhere Over The Rainbow,” pretend he's Jack Johnson, and blow the mind of the genre 
itself. So if you look at the whole catalog, it was either going to be that song about how you 
shouldn't cry for despots with their arms in the air, or the song about the homeless old woman 
cat who -- correct me if I'm wrong -- goes to heaven in a spaceship. Those are the only two 
choices for Jason. | hope he plays a banjo! 
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Ryan and Jason discuss his lovely linen suit, and the work of ALW, which Jason is proud to have 
recognized but...then, | don't know. Jason talk. Even Ryan is annoyed by Jason's inability to have 
a damn conversation. ALW is like, "A man! With dreadlocks! Singing my shitty song!" Then he 
explains the song to Jason using the word "glamourpuss," okay, and Jason laughs just between 
us that he didn't know it was a cat singing it. Which, why would you know that? Why would you 
just guess, from looking at the song, that it was about an old lady cat on a spaceship? | ask ya. 
Jason and ALW agree that he's going to fuck this up masterfully, although ALW admits that it's 
possible for Jason -- by ignoring everything the old creep says -- might actually be awesome on 
it. | already hate it, so I'm willing to sit back at this point. I'm kind of warming to old ALW, 
though. He seems clever. 


So: "Memory." This is like...a violation of a violation. You know | like TS Eliot, right? | mean, even 
if you didn't know that, you could probably guess, because of the particular kind of jerk | 
happen to be. Love him. My dream is to recap The Wasteland like it's a TV show. It would be 
one million pages long. But so | hate "Memory" for many reasons, and now this is Jason 
attempting to sing the song while embodying the spirit of a homeless person who is a cat who 
wins the space lottery. And since it is Jason, this involves sounding like he's been stabbed in the 
abdomen, because that's always how he sings. 


What | didn't expect is that it would be so effing boring. | can't even summon up anything to 
say. Randy calls it a "trainwreck" right out the gate, but for the wrong reasons: he says it's a 
weird song for Jason. Which is the point of Jason. So whatever. Paula points out that this is a 
diva song we've all heard a billion times, but still thinks it was a good choice. | don't disagree, 
because it's the same thing he does every week, to the point that | don't really care what he 
does after this, because every song he will ever sing will sound like what he's already sung. 
Then Randy randomly says how beautiful Jason is. Simon thinks Jason can agree that this was 
the longest two minutes of the universe. He compares it to a kid being forced to sing ata 
wedding, and says we are all equally miserable while he was singing. Jason's completely 
confused by all of this, firstly because he's Jason and is always completely confused, and 
secondly because he did the same thing the last ten weeks in a row. Ryan calls Simon "our 
resident glamourpuss" and asks how we can possibly reconcile today's Jason with the identical 
Jason of days past. Simon says he doesn't give a fuck who people vote for, so get out of his 
aftcastle, and then Jason once again irritatingly repeats "this is American Idol" along with Ryan, 
just like he always does. Whoever told him that was cute, | will hit him or her. 
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Ryan's with a total GILF in the audience talking about who knows what, and then it's time for 
Brooke to meet ALW. | have such a sense of foreboding whenever Brooke comes onscreen now, | 
imagine something akin to living on the San Andreas Fault. "Is this it? Is this the big one? Are we 
all going down?" 


And yeah, she nearly cries just from being on the stage with ALW, and he tells us she doesn't 
get the song at all, and then ALW tells Brooke who Eva Peron was, and what "You Must Love Me" 
is all about, and then she throws all that nervous crazy-person energy into the song, and he's 
amazed and calls her a "natural actress." No arguments from me. With the amount of crazy 
going on inside Brooke these days, you could power the sun. Still, | like how that little video 
package had its own arc, like she wasn't getting it, and then ALW held hands with her, and they 
came to an understanding, and he loved her like you must, and now she's going to no doubt 
embarrass herself. 


Also, | do not know this song, but I do love Brooke. [Will: "OMG, you just fucked up. That was a 
good move because it fits the song and makes me feel sorry for you. You fucked up on 
purpose."] Right out the gate, though, you can tell she's crazy just by the faces she's 
making...and then she fucks up and apologizes to the band, and they start over! Again but with 
the whole band! | don't like that. So then she makes more fucked up faces and looks like she's 
going to vomit madness and scary all over the place, and I don't care. The verses scrape the 
bottom of her range a little bit, and | mean, this is a song written for Madonna who has no 
range, correct? So isn't that kind of embarrassing if you have to start too low? Her face doesn't 
even look right anymore, it's so clenchy and strange all the time. Also, this song is bullshit. It's 
got like this lame unoriginal part, and then it's loud and lame, and then quiet again. It's like a 
whole musical's amount of emotion every five seconds. And then at the end Brooke holds out 
her hand toward the camera and once again tells us to love her. Guess what, lady. 


Randy thinks it wasn't great, and she makes that effin’ face, and he congratulates her on 
listening to ALW and believing what she was singing. Paula pauses a loooong while before 
telling her that stopping at the beginning was lame, and that she's been good on the show and 
will be very successful. And she congratulates her -- this | really like -- on not overacting, just 
being strong Brooke and vulnerable. Simon loved the drama at the beginning, but was made 
nervous by her continuing freakout for the rest of it. He tells her she's going to be disappointed 
when she sees it. Yep. Out in the audience Rick Schroeder apparently thinks Deadwood is still 
on, and he'd love a piece of that action. Simon congratulates her on starting over, calls it brave 
actually, because what are you supposed to do when you forget the words? Um, remember 
them. She keeps her trap shut the entire time, | should mention that: she doesn't say a damn 
word unless directly addressed. They keep chatting about how great she is, except on Tuesdays 
when it counts, to the point that Ryan's like, "I love her too, but come on." So then he wishes 
her luck, and next up is Archuleta. | didn't even see that shit coming. 
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Ryan awkwardly brings up some awkward tweens to awkwardly hug David, which is supremely 
uncomfortable for everybody. But just in case we think that's Ryan's idea, he pats David on the 
arm as they're going to the ALW video, all, "Yeah, good chat we just had." ALW is again struck 
by a boy singing a diva song. | mean, has he seen this show? The only thing he really has to say 
is that David is a sweetheart, and it pisses him off when David closes his eyes when he sings. 
He then repeats this advice, that David should open his eyes when he sings, about a hundred 
times. 


Then David sings some unholy crap called "Think Of Me," which sounds like Dan Fogelberg and 
Harry Chapin sodomizing each other in Care-A-Lot, the land where the Care Bears live and do 


their work measuring and increasing the total amount of caring in the world using the Caring 
Meter. | don't know where the blame lies, or where the song stops and the Archulepsis starts. | 
know there is a kind of World Music arrangement with some drums, and some stupid key 
changes, but that's a six-of-one situation because this song and David are like two sides of the 
same Care Bear Stare. Eyes open, kid. 


Randy calls it "really cool," so we're done with Randy. Paula calls it "absolutely perfect" anda 
"risk," so we're done with Paula. Simon, baby, come on. Help me out. "Pleasant" but one of his 
weakest performances. Thank you, Simon. Unmemorable but will get him through to next week. 
Which is what David Archuleta is allllll about. Man, I'm still so mad at that song | can't even 
think straight. What a fucking liberty. Oh, and now it's Carly coming. I'm betting that, if my 
theories about Carly are right and she's the kind of dork she seems to be, this is going to blow 
the roof off the place. 


She sings "All | Ask Of You" to ALW, and he immediately stops her and makes her sing "Jesus 
Christ Superstar." Now we are talking. Carly's like, "That was a good call, Lloyd Webber." He's 
like, "Come on, sing a song you can sing" and tells her to stop being girly. Which, | mean, if 
you're ALW, you've had Carlies singing all Broadway at you every second of the day, you're 
going to get tired. | honestly assumed she was going to sing that song about the girl in the 
French Revolution who's in love with the guy who's in love with the girl who washes the street or 
whatever, but ALW didn't write that song, so | can still think I'm right about that one. And ALW 
would have been just as cheesed off by the Broadway Dreams Of Carly if he had written it, so 
we end up in the same place either way. 
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Anyway, "Jesus Christ Superstar,” the song. | like it, firstly. It's not my favorite one, that's 
"Heaven On Their Minds," obviously, and | would have died if somebody sang it on this show all 
awesomely. But still. Good show, good song. And Carly? Rocks it. Of course. It's yelly but pretty 
and angry but desperate. Those are the four things of Carly. She takes the rock song that it 
naturally is, and makes it even more rock songy. Fun. Actually, | love that (movie) enough that 
listening to the song right now kind of makes me sad. For Jesus, | mean, which is the point of 
the song and where it falls in the show. | don't think Carly gets that part, but whatever, it's a 
celebratory song too. Dang, what a good show. I'm totally going to watch that this weekend. 


Will: "ALW probably hates her because she was in Les Miz. Singing a song sung by Judas fits her 
personality. [Such as it is.) And she has a cool dress! Without sleeves! Actually, If Christ did 
come back today he would appear on that stage. Okay, good job. Hard to fuck that shit up. 
Brian loved it. (Brian hates musicals. And God. So that means something.) She did a good job, 
although David C. would have really rocked it. He is more Judas than Carly." ["] agree with every 
word of that, actually, of course. If David had done "Heaven" | probably would have cried. Love 
is a battlefield."] 


Randy points out that it's a hard song to sing because it goes all over, and she did great. He 
also likes her outfit, which is totally cute and looks made out of Persian rugs. Paula loved it as 
well, especially the shouty/pretty chorus, and Simon agrees that it got shouty in the middle, but 
he loved it. Then while Ryan does this phone numbers, Carly produces a t-shirt that says "Simon 
Loves Me (This Week)" and Ryan's nice about that, but man, she sure did Carly up the joint right 
there. | wish | went to high school with her. We could have whipped the dork right out of her. 


David Cook grew up doing musical theatre, which is fine. Not okay: ALW using the words 
"sensual" and "sexy" in front of David Cook, and then offering to give him a blowjob. I'm not 
kidding, he totally asks David Cook to have sex with him at this point. David blushes the hell 


out of his giant face, and then sings passionately to ALW. | feel so gross right now | can't even 
count to ten. "Music Of The Night" is the song, the Phantom of the Opera is the person singing. 
| wish he was wearing a mask because | always like him if | don't look while he's singing, and 
that would be a good match. David Cook does his impression of "sensual" and "sexy" into the 
camera, of course, and then goes all Broadway on your ass, and either this is okay for you or 
not. | find the whole thing boring, and his hair looks stupid, and then out of nowhere there's 
this huge dumb note and some soul-searching lack of charisma, and then another whole verse. 
Not your finest hour, Cook. Mannered and cheesy, and technically it's awesome, though. The 
vocals are just theatrical enough that you're not weirded out, but those wonderful tones and 
qualities of his voice are also there, and the last note is pretty awesomely Cook. | don't know. | 
won't watch it again, but | haven't lost any respect for him. 
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Will: "This blows. He could have rocked this out and at least made it interesting. By keeping it 
the same as you would see in the show he pales in comparison to the real voices that can sing 
it. Two last notes does not a song make. Drop the Chandelier on him. ALW will now write /dol: 
The Musical. The most expensive set piece will be Ryan's hair." [/f l'd ever heard the song before 
| have no doubt I would agree more forcefully. As it is, meh. I am not ALW and I did not ask to 
make out with you, and yet you made that choice for me.] 


Randy calls it amazing, unbelievable, and a quote "molten-hot lava ball." Paula says it was as 
well-rounded as his giant head, and that he has a beautiful instrument. (That's what Andrew 
Lloyd-Webber said!) Simon says whatever, it was fine. Then Ryan, overstimulated, sings his 
phone number thing. Even David Cook the Man Without Shame is embarrassed. 


So. Syesha was awesome for once without the asterisk, Jason was Jason all up in the piece, 
Brooke's decompensation hastens ever closer, Archuleta is vaguely disgusting at this point, 
Carly was a shocker of greatness who just justified her seed, and David Cook is well aware of 
how awesome he is, which makes him less awesome. 


Best: Syesha and Carly. And David Cook, because he always fucking is. 
Also: ALW, for trying to fuck David Cook, because that shit was awesome. 


Worst: Brooke, to a dangerous degree. Just send her home already, or | guess to the mental 
institution she is going to end up in -- already. 


SHE'LL PLAY THE WILD ROVER NO NEVER, NO MORE 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 34 | Aired on 04.23.2008 


Season 7: Top 6 Results - See, because Carly's Irish! And she's going home! Yes, Carly takes her best performance of the 
season into the sunset with her as we celebrate Broadway in all its Idol-supporting glory, and all the contestants are the 
exact same kind of over this show. 


The show starts early so | don't get to see Ryan's ramp-up to "This...is American Idol," but I'll 
assume that in the pan across the final six saw everybody shitting a brick except Castro and 
possibly David Cook. Cue the still-off-putting credits! 


Ryan introduces the judges, giving Paula a kiss on the cheek as he passes. Then he gives Simon 
a peck on the top of the head, at which point Simon double-takes so hard he time-traveled all 
the way back to vaudeville. Ryan is actually the cooler of the two, basically telling Simon to relax 
and watch the Top 6 perform the ghastly "All | Ask Of You" with the ghastly Andrew Lloyd 
Webber. On a week when many, many dumb decisions were made -- starting with the fact that 
it's ALW week in the first place and not a broader, better musical theatre theme -- the decision 
to perform this song as the group number might be the dumbest. Every week we've seen the 
contestants try to forcibly mingle their voices around songs that were clearly not meant to be 
sung by large, unwieldy groups of people. Now what genre of music could possibly 
accommodate six people singing the same song? Hmmm. And yet! They picked a song from 
that genre that is so clearly meant for a duet, it practically says, "I am singing this song to you, 
one person, and only you." There's a song in Phantom (uh...sorry, Jacob) called "The Point of No 
Return” that's basically everybody taking turns being all intense and up in everybody else's face 
and pairing off and peering over candelabras and being that ALW brand over hyper-dramatic 
and it would have been eight kinds of fucked up and awesome to see here, but alas. Abigal 
Breslin seems to enjoy this performance well enough as it is. 


After the break, Ryan kicks it to the recap of last night's largely underwhelming show. Syesha 
being less the stand-up diva than she always is. Randy said: "Best performance to date!" Randy 
did not say: "Michelle Pfeiffer done did that slinking-off-the-piano bit already, dude." David A. 
was successful in turning "Think Of Me" into a Brian McKnight song, but Simon was less than 
appreciative. Jason committed war crimes against Betty Buckley with his rendition of "Memory," 
though I couldn't see it as any better or worse than his other performances, and on a night like 
last night that meant he was in the top three at least. Simon said it made him think of yet 
another ghastly wedding, making me ask the question (and perhaps not for the first time): what 
the hell happened to Simon Cowell as a child at a wedding that's made him this way? Brooke 
infamously started and stopped (get ready to hear about this a billion more times tonight), and 
Paula made a big deal out of it, but Simon thought it was her only option, and all of it distracted 
from the fact that the rest of the song was boring/crappy. Carly gave her best performance of 
the season on “Jesus Christ Superstar,” though Randy Jackson failed to apologize to her for 
leading her astray all season. And then there was David Cook, stinking up the joint doing a 
poor-man's Michael Crawford routine so bad I'm surprised | didn't have to recap it. | still love 
him, but holy shit did | not enjoy that one bit. 
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Then Ryan brings ALW out to talk, and it's all really boring and really pointless except for two 
things, neither of which are the fact that the audience effing screams when ALW mentions them 
in the most oblique way. Calm down, you fucking freaks; David A. is never going to notice 

you that way so give it up. But the two things: one being that Ryan brings up The Great Brooke 
White Stop/Start of '08, which apparently is a big enough deal to warrant massive amounts of 


damage control despite the fact that -- SPOILER -- it didn't affect the results. Or rather, it 
didn't adversely affect the results. I'd wager that the whole bloody affair probably got some 
folks off their asses to vote for her out of sympathy. The other thing is that ALW and Jason 
Castro apparently had the world's most unfailingly polite dust-up, because he's still talking 
today about how Jason just would not take his advice and probably hated him. The degree to 
which I do not care is impressive. 


Pimpmercial: the song is "Tainted Love" (aw, where you at, Danny Noriega?), and the video is 
some kind of mishmash between that movie Doomsday that just came out and also Heroes. 
Everybody gets to play freakish Thunderdome versions of themselves except for the who person 
who couldn't be scary if he had his finger on the button, so David A. gets to be the comic book 
artist writing this whole thing instead. Fin. 


Then...oh, well then it's just from one vulgarity to another as the President and his dead-eyed 
wife appear in a video clip, talking about Idol Gives Back and thanking us/asking 
us/congratulating us/making us complacent/trying to convince us that what we do is nearly as 
significant as what he hasn't done. Also SIT UP STRAIGHT, for chrissakes. You're the goddamn 
PRESIDENT, get your elbows off your knees. I'd mention the irony in GWB talking about 

how /dol is important because "it shows how one person with talent can win over an audience of 
millions," but why bother? Because in the time it takes me to type "Then how dida 

person without talent do it, sir?" you'll have already gotten there. Next. 


Ryan tells us that we're only doing Bottom Two this evening, though the Couch of Safety 
remains as massive as ever. Ryan calls Davids Cook and Archuleta to the stage, and clearly 
they're safe. He asks David Cook about his decision to sing "Music Of The Night" straight, and 
David pretty much says what we all said, which is that if the judges were going to persist in 
calling him "brave" all the time, he might as well actually do something different and sing the 
song as written this time. He's totally right, it was a smart strategic move, and yet: back in your 
box, dude. So, yeah, they're both safe, and they'll be back next week to sing with Neil Diamond. 
Awwwwwwesome. Ryan kicks it to commercial, but before he does, the BEST thing happens: we 
cut to the remaining four backstage, Ryan telling us that they're all waiting on pins and needles 
to find out who's safe, and Jason is totally in the middle of a gigantic yawn. How can you not 
love him?? Anyway: commercials. 
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After the break, it looks like it's time for the show to apologize for six straight seasons of 
Simon Cowell shitting on musical theatre by taking a trip to the Great White Way and showing 
you where the highest concentration of American Idolalums in ten square blocks exists right 
now. We're told that Diana DeGarmo did Hairspray and both Fantasia and LaKisha had a spin 
with The Color Purple. We actually get to talk to Tamyra Gray, who is starring in Rent. | actually 
went to seeRent over the summer while I was in the city looking at apartments, but we got the 
understudy rather than Tamyra. | have to say, though, that understudy kicked ASS. Also, since 
we're making this all about me, the song they're playing in the background, the Goo Goo Dolls’ 
"Broadway," is actually referring not to the actual, famous Broadway, but to the Broadway in 
Buffalo. Represent. Anyway, after Tamyra, we meet up with Clay Aiken at Spamalot!, and...how 
to say this delicately...the idea that Clay Aiken appears to be a lady isn't a novel observation. 
The idea that he looks like if Tilda Swinton was playing an aging librarian might be, though. 
Dude just looks tired and bloated and sick. It's clear that Tamyra gets a lot out of performing, 
as she talks about how fun it is to lose herself in the role of Mimi every week. It's clear that Clay 


is...using this opportunity to promote his album that drops in two weeks. Which is perfectly 
legitimate too. And hey! LaKisha is in the audience! | hope she's doing well. 


Next is is Simon's X-Factor protégée Leona Lewis, performing that song of hers that's on VH1 
six times an hour. This is one of those songs that | objectively don't like and hate myself when | 
find myself singing along to it while | type. My favorite thing about it, though, is how much I'm 
able to fast-forward through it. If | had a real TiVo it would sound like this: bleep-bloop! 


..Wait, why is there fire? Leona Lewis is not the WWE champion. What's going on here? 
Whatever: commercial! 


Or wait! No commercial, we just shuffle Leona off the stage and bring out Syesha and Brooke. 
They're both pretty calm about things -- | don't know what it is, but this week everybody seems 
totally at peace about their place in the competition right now. It's like Kristy Lee imparted some 
of her resigned essence onto the rest of them. It's good to see. So Syesha was universally 
praised and Brooke stopped and started LIKE, WE KNOW. She stands by it, to her credit, saying if 
she had it to do over again, she wouldn't have fucked up in the first place. Ryan also asks her 
about her uncharacteristically tight-lipped performance at judging yesterday, and she's like, 
"Yeah, | noticed | interrupt them a lot," which means "Yeah, somebody told me to stop doing 
that because it was making people hate me." Anyway, weirdly enough (unless you've watched 
the show before), Brooke is safe and Syesha is not. The body language is fun to try and 
interpret, because Brooke's very intently making the | Am Shocked face, while Syesha is making 
something like a No That Bitch Didn't face, and when they hug, Syesha very plainly tells her to 
stop apologizing and get her ass to the couch. It probably wasn't thatcontentious out of my 
head, but still. 
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After the break, instead of taking viewer questions (YAY!), we jump right back into the 
eliminations. Carly and Jason are called to the stage, and | am almost positive Carly is in the 
bottom two. It's just too perfect a scenario that after a season's worth of underperforming and 
hanging on by her fingernails, she knocks one out of the park and ends up going home or close 
to it. Ryan and Jason amuse me by futzing around about Cats and how totally out of it Jason 
appears at all times, and Jason stoners that all he knows is he doesn't want to have to sing it 
again. Ryan then asks Carly why she ended up changing songs for last night, and she says it's 
because "Superstar" was the more fun choice, and seeing as she'd been spending the whole 
season in a futile effort to flow her lungs out trying to live up to Randy Jackson's diva fetish, she 
figures she might actually try enjoying herself from here on out. So America voted, as they tend 
to do, and Jason's safe and Carly is not. Mmm hmm. Carly manages to take it like a total champ, 
which is leaps and bounds past what she's done over the course of the season, so good for her. 
Ryan asks Simon to explain this travesty of justice, and Simon just sort of tosses his hands up 
and goes, "Who knows, dude? It's Top 6." He says Brooke fucked up but had a very human 
moment, while Jason was shitty but charming, so it's not like it's a giant shock that they're safe. 


So with fifteen minutes of show left, we're making the Bottom Two sing their songs again. Carly 
goes first, and it's still easily my favorite performance of the bunch. It's a better song than the 
others, granted, but still, Carly's bringing it. When it's Syesha's turn, she looks a little out of 
place without the orchestra and the piano and such, but she's as okay as she was last night. 
There's a funny little cutaway to Ryan and Carly animatedly chit-chatting instead of paying 
attention to Syesha, which | think is funny. 


After the break, it's time to find out who's going. Ryan asks us which of the two will be "put out 
of their misery," meanwhile they're both smiling and totally calm. You can tell it kind of offends 


him to see both Syesha and Carly seem so well-adjusted to whatever the outcome. Again, the 
KLC factor coming into play. He point-blank asks them why they're so friggin’ calm. Neither of 
them gives the real answer ("Since neither of us is named David, we know we can't win this 
thing anyway, so whatever."), and instead they talk about how they're roomies. Ryan goes to the 
judges for clarity, and Randy says the dumbest thing ever, advancing the notion that this was a 
"popularity week" in the voting. Yeah, this week was unusual in that viewers put down their 
rubrics and didn't base their votes on a painstaking evaluation of the performances’ merits but 
rather simply who they liked best. How unlike them! Ryan Seacrest, put me out of my misery. 
Nationwide vote. America decided. Carly's going home. And not that | think order of elimination 
means a whole lot among the four un-Davids, but regardless: BOO. After a season's worth of 
shaky, underwhelming, frustratingly wrong-headed performances, you can't call this booting 
unjust, but as is the case anybody gets sent home on their best performance, it's a bit of a 
shame. 
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So Carly and Syesha hug for a billion years, and Carly's video journey just underlines what a 
relief it is to see her meet her elimination with such relative stoicism. Seriously, if the pre-voting 
rounds were any indication, you'd have expected her to pass out if she ever got eliminated. | 
liked Carly, even when she was bad, and | felt for her, particularly when she became such a 
punching bag for the various outrages that this show's followers must engage in on a constant 
basis. It is beyond gratifying to see her take her ouster like a total champ. Ryan even lets her 
and Simon have their last moment of contentious appreciation. Simon apologizes for giving her 
the kiss of death last night (heh), but says she went out on a high note. She sure did. Now it's 
back to your tattoo-faced husband while the rest of us try and deal with a whole lotta Neil 
Diamond next week. | kind of can't wait. 


GOOD TIMES NEVER SEEMED SO SAD 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 35 | Aired on 04.29.2008 


Season 7: Top 5 Performances - Archuleta shoots for the LCD, Brooke finally steps it up, and David Cook continues to 
beguile America. 


Is that Rita Wilson? | never recognize her. Ryan refers to "last week's drama" with Carly, and 
then makes the crowd say hello to Carly like they're in kindergarten. His hair is just a little 
off-center tonight, which I've always wanted. He seems a little bubbly and giddy, but not as 
much as Paula, whose cloudy eyes and wobbly demeanor are clear from the get-go. 


Two songs! | love this, the first two-songs episode, because production has to speed up from 
doing six intros and songs, last week, to ten songs this week. Which means Ryan talks 
incredibly fast and won't let anybody off the chain for anything. Which, we'll see, does not stop 
some people from heading off the chain anyway. 


Neil Diamond is, in a nutshell, awesome: Ryan explains who he is, and how he's this awesome 
songwriter, and was the Jazz Singer but not exactly the racist kind, and now looks even more 
like somebody's dad than he always did. Seacrest employs a bunch of puns that nobody cares 
about ("time to...he//lo again") and Neil Diamond says the best part was to just sit down for five 
minutes and watch somebody else sing the songs he's been singing every day for a hundred 
and fifty years. 


Neil likes Jason's very varied choices of "Forever In Blue Jeans" and "September Morn," but was 
weirded out how he accidentally found the words to his first song while trying to sing Neil his 
second song. This is ironic, as you'll see. 


Jason starts in low, and then jumps it up in the second part of the first verse, which is awesome. 
He's wearing blue jeans, | hope not the same ones he's been wearing forever. The backup is 
majorly cheesy, strings and very '70s. It's pretty great. His vocal is pretty introspective and the 
overall tone is much softer than the usual Neil thing, and he gives a pretty-boy smile at the end. 
| like it. Not hugely memorable, but he's clearly comfortable and not pushing himself too hard 
in any one direction, so it's just a sweet little not-terribly-memorable moment. A Castroment, in 
other words. 


Ryan explains his life with Neil Diamond to David Cook, who's singing "I'm Alive" and "All | 
Really Need Is You." Neil is surprised by all this noise, because they're kind of not huge hits -- 
although you'll recognize them -- and as usual, is totally shocked by how awesome David's voice 
sounds all the time. He seems hopeful. 


The first one starts way low, as usual, so you know there's going to be screaming. It's one of 
those songs that goes higher and higher and higher. | like it, because he definitely puts a Neil 
spin on his voice, that "Solitary Man" kind of gruffness. Even if | didn't love it, | would still be 
happy because anything is better than the Hootie voice, no matter how much magic he does 
with it. The track itself is about one second long, so you kind of have to just try and keep up, 
and again: too short to really matter, but very exciting while it's happening. And again, Ryan 
introduces Brooke immediately in such haste that maybe he's talking about MicroMachines. 
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Brooke is singing "I'm A Believer" and "I Am, | Said" -- Neil tells her not to refer to herself as 
"New York City born and raised," because she wasn't. She was brought by a stork to Arizona. 
Otherwise, he thinks she is near having a nervous breakdown and singing difficult songs, but is 
pleasantly surprised by her ability to throw herself manically into everything and seem terribly 
sincere. 


Emphasis on "terrible": she starts at the goaty Carly Simon bottom of her range on "Believer" 
and rocks out with a crazy pageant smile on her guitar with some fake-sounding "Whoo!" And 
Paula's spazzing around in the audience, having forgotten her life's work of choreography 
perhaps forever. The whole thing's kind of scary to watch, frankly -- so sped up and weird, and 
with that freaky smile plastered on her face, that it brings to mind nothing so much as "Eight 
Days A Week." I don't want to live in a world where that's the first comparison you can make 
about Brooke. Oh, girl. 


| bet David Archuleta will sing the "Coming To America" song for sure, and probably "Sweet 
Caroline." Those are my bets. OMG! | win my bets! Only backwards -- "Sweet Caroline” first. Neil 
calls him a "prodigy" and hopes he will listen to his advice. We're moving so fast we'll never 
really know, though. 


"Caroline" is irritating, but only in the way that David is irritating and this song is irritating, all 
put together into one irritating, hip-bouncing, wriggling, arm-out supplicatory mess. He is so 
theatrical when it is so uncalled for, plus this song is worn out and rusted anyway, and the 
arrangement is toothless to the point of being like Muzak with a little boy moaning on top of it 
and looking like he's doing something out of Aeschylus. 


Syesha thinks of this as a "mini-concert," because she's singing two songs. She's singing "Hello 
Again" and "Thank The Lord For The Night Time." Neil asks her for a hug and she graciously 
allows him to touch her garment. Neil and | agree that this is going to be awesome, but | don't 
know if he's as disinterested as | am in the awesomeness. 


Syesha is simultaneously prettier and less interesting with straight hair, but one thing it does is 
emphasize the always-unnerving resemblance to Kelly Kapoor. | wish | liked her as much as 
Mindy Kaling, but that's impossible. You know what, the first song at least is not at all as 
awesome as | thought it would be. Turns out "Hello Again," already kind of a boy's version of a 
diva song, cannot handle turning into an actual diva ballad without becoming entirely boring 
and saccharine. But what matters at this point is that she's good, and clearly enjoying herself 
for the second week in a row, and wearing a pretty purple dress, and those things matter | 
think. 
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Ryan brings out everybody onstage with her because he's managed to get us ahead of schedule, 
so quick summaries from Randy: Jason and Brooke were better than last week, David was 
awesome, Archuleta was the bomb and everybody screams, and Syesha was in the zone. 


Paula's notes say, his first song exposed his lovely lower register, but the second song left him 
empty, and altogether he wasn't fighting hard enough to get into the top four. Ryan gets super, 
super scared and stares around and Randy finally mentions to her -- as Simon half-mooses his 
ass off -- that they're only halfway through. She stumbles around for a second, completely 
confused because her notes are clearly there in front of her, and Ryan makes a joke about how 
she can see the future. Simon and Randy chuckle about it, because it's not actually that big a 
deal -- it's a lot easier to judge the performances in rehearsal, and then compare those initial 
impressions against the live performances, but like... 


Paula's whole thing has been "keep rolling, do the professional thing,” and a show that is this 
much about bread and circuses can't be suddenly springing shit like this on the audience, 
because if you question the narrative of the show, which Ryan packages up so pretty for us, 
then you start to question everything. | mean, if you really thought about it you'd already know 
that they've heard these songs at least twice at this point, but putting it out there means you've 
broken the wall and reminded us that this is a production, full-fledged, with billions of bucks 
being poured into it to make it the biggest show in all of television history, and that's a step the 
puppetmasters can't afford, because if that's fake, then what else is fake? 


(A: Everything, obviously.) 


Which is fine, | love the idea that some ten-year-old just went, "You mean Muppets aren't real? 
They're just socks with some guy's hand up them?" 


But the real problem here isn't Paula's mistake, or the other judges and Ryan rushing to help 
her crunk ass out, it's that tomorrow all the papers and blogs will be spinning it into something 
completely different and weird, and you won't be able to get away from it for days, and Joel 
McHale will eat it for breakfast, and it'll be on YouTube and whatever, and everybody gets to 
glory in the takedown just like when people talk back to Simon, or get all heated up about 
whether David Cook sang DAUGHTRY 's cover of "Walk The Line" or whatever. It's in the news 
cycle now: "America Overcomes Mass Hallucination, Sees Little Man Behind Curtain." Which 
feeds our sense of superiority while keeping us locked inside the game of the show, and 
bringing in more viewers, who now think they know the whole story, and so are only knit 
deeper into the phenomenon by virtue of their complicity. And that's news. 
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And that sucks, because really the only new thing, the only news, the only bad thing about what 
has happened is that Jason Castro now gets to sing live, in front of millions of people, a song 
that he already knows is going to get shit on. And that is sad. That's the new part of A/ history 
that applies here, and that's what we should all be talking about tomorrow, instead of how 
we've finally exercised our power over this show in a way that means nothing, because we'll still 
be watching tomorrow night and five years from now. 


Paula acts so crazy and it makes me so, so nervous, and she's wasting crazy time, and Simon 
finally makes her name her favorite (David Cook, because she's Paula and also because she's 
right) and Simon sums up: Jason forgettable, Cook just above average, Brooke a nightmare, 
Archuleta amateurish, Syesha old-fashioned: You're the fucking Top Five. Give mea 
performance of a lifetime next time around. Which, word. 


"September Morn" gives us another freakishly excited Ryan, and a freakishly boring Jason 
Castro. Take the pot brownie that he normally is and then slow it down and imagine him in your 
dormroom at three AM actually thinking he's going to get play, like, singing this song with all 
the intensity he can. And how sweet that is. He stands up on the key change and wanders 
slowly around the stage. | will give him this: he is much more professional as time goes by. He's 
a smart kid with a steep curve, because he tried this kind of smoky performance with "Michelle" 
weeks ago and it was the funniest fucking thing, like a Rottweiler puppy trying to seduce you 
and falling all over his giant paws. Now, it's at least the song that's sucking. 


Randy tells him it sucked, Paula tells him he did the exact same Lunesta shit to both songs, and 
Simon tells him he's not the Jason we've had until the last two weeks. He's lost the specialness 
and is just doing slow and boring songs now, without any Jason-ness to them. Totally true. 


Cook's second, "All | Really Need Is You," starts out with a black suit jacket playing acoustic 
guitar and breathiness verging on the tubercular, but builds -- in the tiny short time it's allotted 
-- to a location very near awesome. You've heard the song: it's the one with the "Just say/ What 
you wanna say" chorus. His control is even better than usual, and he even slips up into falsetto 
at a good part, and then slows it down again. That's how you arrange a song to rock even when 
it's this short. Way to go. 
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Randy calls himself a fan, and loved it. David's hair looks good for once, | should mention that. 
Paula again praises him for grabbing obscure tracks and actually making it work, and calls him 
the presumptive American Idol. Simon agrees that the first song was okay, but the second was 
brilliant: he made it both current and suited to his own style, which is what Jason has suddenly 
found himself unable to do. | agree with every word but | wish somebody would mention the 
stupid jacket he's wearing, which has red flames appliquéd up one arm and "AC/DC" on the 
opposite side. Dammit, David. 


Brooke babbles for a fucking week about how Simon is wrong, she wasn't a nightmare -- you 
totally were, sister -- and has written one problematic couplet on her hand just in case. Ryan 
finally gets her lunatic ass to the piano, and...yes! It's great: her voice is completely sensitive 
and sincere, lots of fun dynamics, playing with the stop-and-go phrasing that makes the song 
special. The strings aren't too much, and the piano is not as quiet as usual, and she doesn't 
make crazy faces or anything. Wow, actually, you know this is one of her best performances ina 
long, long time. | would say the same thing as Cook, on this one: It is nigh impossible to make 
a whole story, a whole arc, out of a minute and a half or whatever, but she did it. All the way up, 
all the way down. Amazing. 


Randy agrees with that, and the elasticity of her range and everything, and Paula thought it was 
great too. | wish this weren't a redemptive moment for her first, awful, nasty fucking 
performance, but whatever. She deserves to have this one praised, even if it's tempered by her 
earlier critiques. Simon basically recapitulates all of that, and you can see that all it takes to get 
Brooke back on track is like one nice thing. Niceness is her Prozac. 


Archuleta: "America." Ask the Colonel what | think about bringing songs like this to the table, 
because | think it's repulsive, but that's David anyway, just focusing directly on the America 
bullshit instead of the puppies and gun control just to the left of it. He shoves the whole "I sing 
of thee" and "Let freedom ring" part, fucking of course, but leaves the rest of the song out so he 
can just say "they're coming to America" like a hundred billion times. | think | might hate David 
Archuleta. Whether or not this is any of his idea, or even if he's able to have ideas, but that was 
unconscionable. | would hate him more if this was somebody else's idea, because that makes 
him a cute little hooker. 
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The judges accept their sloppy handjob gratefully, and though Simon knows what a total 
bullshit move that was, he still thought it was good, because Simon doesn't care about bullshit 
moves, he cares about the sharks and how they swim, and | think he agrees that David, or the 
hollowed-out lack of spirit we all seem intent on turning David into, is capable of swimming 
with them. Which is the point of this show: not well-rounded individuals, but people who won't 
roll over and die, Brooke, when you repeatedly abuse them, music industry. 


Syesha's "Thank The Lord For The Nighttime" is joyous, and better, it builds to it, which not 
even the original really does. The percussion is awesome, very stop-start and all about time 


changes and whatever. | knew she'd blow on this one, because it's secretly what she likes best 
to do, drama and bright-lights songs like this, but | didn't expect to find it musically interesting. 
Plus, she's not wearing shoes, so that's fun -- but only because it's Syesha, who seems like she 
must wear high heels everywhere, like in the shower even. 


Randy tells her to stay in this box, because she rocks this box. Paula loved her vulnerable side 
on "Hello Again" and that's her magic, and but this theatrical pop performance is equally her 
magic. Simon laughs that Paula loves her so much, and calls this the strangest episode of all 
time, which it is. How can something be "chaotic," as Simon says, but still so boring? And then 
he totally says that too, because without explaining himself, says she's in trouble. Her second 
song wasn't as memorable as the others' songs. He calls it a calculated guess, and they always 
are, but doesn't it count that hers was one of the only first-round songs worth hearing? 


So: Jason was awesome and interesting, then boring and smarmy. David was good, and then 
very amazing. Brooke was scary as fuck, then turned in one of her top three performances of 
the season. David A. was adorably awful, and then straight-up repulsive. Syesha was a bit 
desperate on her first pretty melody, but then as usual pulled it out on the big fun drama song. 
Everybody's voices sounded pretty-good-to-awesome, but the sad truth is, they are getting more 
tired than we are. 


Bottom Three: Jason, Syesha and Brooke. 


Going Home: No idea. Historical tradition says Jason, Simon says Syesha, and overcorrection 
taking into account my love of Brooke says Brooke. | wanted to make some joke here about how 
much I liked her third song, which of course she didn't sing, but the forum posters beat me to 
it, so I'll leave you with this: 
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How many Red Bulls did Ryan Seacrest drink tonight? Because the last time | saw him this 
overstimulated, he pulled off Kathy Griffin's shirt at some awards show, and if that's the magic 
number, I'm giving him twice that many if we ever meet, because you know he drinks that shit 
down like a high school track runner, because it tastes like candy, and | want to know what 
Ryan is like when he's truly crazy. Imagine the Paula and Simon stories he could tell. | 

mean, imagine the shit he knows. And not just them, but every shady thing in Hollywood, Ryan 
is connected to. He's like a storehouse of awesome gross shit, like walking Hollywood Babylon, 
and all you have to do is given him enough Red Bulls and you turn the key in that lock. I'm 
convinced of this. 


SHE WAS, SHE WENT 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 36 | Aired on 04.30.2008 


Season 7: Top 5 Results - Brooke finally goes home to a week-long nap, a loving family, and the knowledge that she's good 
at music, if not this show. 


Ryan is all, "You know more about these contestants than any other season," and | was 
confused by what he meant until they got to David Cook, and then | remembered how, 
sometimes if you love David Cook, maybe it makes things a little more passionate for you, and 
knowing all there is to know about David Cook starts to seem like the normal thing, so when 
somebody doesn't know some ridiculously obvious thing -- such as how having the AC/DC logo 
stitched to his cheesy rocker jacket doesn't actually mean AC/DC but is only the half that spells 
"AC," who is of course David's brother, who is of course suffering a terrible illness, which of 
course explains events from last week and the week before -- can start to look like not only an 
idiot, but maybe the enemy, and you have to write furious profanity-laden emails, maybe, to the 
person apprising them of these facts that presumably everyone who's anyone already knows, 
and maybe a certain number of these emails, in a given 12-hour period, all kind of blend 
together, and show the person once and for all that the real story is that David Cook is the new 
fucking Clay Aiken, and will thus win, and that's what Ryan's trying to say. In which case, and 
additional to the off-center hair-point making a reappearance, well, | love Ryan. 


Tonight, Paula Abdul is dressed like a creepy little baby. Jason nasally smarms his way through 
the first few lines of "Cracklin' Rosie," while David makes stupid faces, then Archuleta also sings 
way too low, and then on the chorus they all sing way too low. All five of them? Somebody is 
going to scream their stupid ass off at some point, then. David Cook kind of takes over the 
whole thing, voice still too low. Then the ladies sing "Song Sung Blue" also way too low. Brooke 
looks like she's got a machine gun to her head. The fuck are they singing so low for? How much 
screaming will there be? They all sound like hell, | can't even hear this part of the song to 
recognize it. Oh, there's Archuleta singing in a human area of the song: It's the "Brother Love" 
song. And David Cook does the whole "brothers and sistahs" part and acts irritating and gross, 
and then...the song is over. So it was transposed down to South America for what exactly? 


Constantine! Automatic b/eep-bloop, Gina Glocksen babbling dumbly, Ryan ignoring Ace, then 
Neil Diamond tells us that these kids are tops and not, in fact, average. He would like them to 
stick with it. Except maybe Brooke, who could by killed by it. Brooke was nuts, David was pretty 
good, Jason was a sweetie-pie, Syesha was fine, and Archuleta has no idea what's going on at 
this point. Then Syesha was fabulous and deserves to be here, Brooke was totally awesome and 
doesn't anymore, Jason did the same song with different words and was kind of gross, and 
Archuleta sealed his fate by being hideous. Oh, and David Cook yet again was the best. Neil 
says he was impressed with both the talent and the poise of them. Except, again, Brooke who 
used to be poised and is becoming a latter-day jellyfish. 
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Ryan on last night's "controversy": "The rumors about Paula aren't true." What? That's it? And 
what were these "rumors"? That she can foresee the future? That's not true? "She's part of our 
family and we love her." Fuck. So being psychic and able to see the future can get 

you fired now? And then he's like, "Also Jason is safe so it doesn't matter.” 


Then Ryan calls David Archuleta up and, embarrassingly, calls him "da bomb," and says Paula 
has noticed that there is no joy in his hollow childish form. That is because he wants to go 
home and play with his toys and not be on this show anymore and not cry himself to sleep 


every night from being forced into this horrible schedule and doing something he doesn't even 
like anymore. Then he almost starts crying onstage, and then he is safe. 


Ryan shows us a little preview of So You Think You Can Dance, which seems to involve Serena 
van der Woodsen with a British accent, Rachel Ray screaming her ass off, stupid people with 
bendy bodies, another blonde British lady, the fact that entitled wannabe dancers are twice as 
scary nuts as entitled wannabe singers because you actually have to be able to do something to 
think that you can do that thing, and lots of backflips. Not interested, thanks. "I just like the 
outfits," quoth Ryan, and then says that the other blonde lady is named Nigel something, which 
is a funny name for a lady, and then some dude made Randy a horrible Coke cup and everybody 
claps for the cup. I'm so confused right now. 


David Cook comes out onto the stage. If he's safe -- which: duh -- then it's the two girls, which 
makes sense for the bottom two, but | wonder if he's going to say "bottom two" at any point, 
because | really think the bottom two would be Jason and Brooke. Cook says that Paula's 
intuition that he's the American Idol can also be, as with Carly, the kiss of death. He's safe, 
though. Brooke sadly hugs Syesha backstage and then they go up together. 


"Here we are again, girls." Syesha smiles her ass off, and Brooke stares at the floor and babbles 
quietly. Syesha had her best night yet, but Simon wasn't really feeling it. Brooke was a karaoke 
nightmare at first, but her second song was totally brilliant. Syesha admits that she has serious 
trouble with song choice every week, and the honest emotional and vulnerable Brooke managed 
to make her way out of the "nightmare" cave and finally kicked into "happy/grateful mode,” but 
too late. He sends them both to the couch to do a bunch of unrelated shit, and Brooke 
awesomely is like, "Of course you're doing this. We'll stay as long as we can." Usually, Brooke's 
random talk bothers him, but Brooke? Just laughs, because what do you with a Brooke? 
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Then for no reason at all, Natasha Bedingfield sings a song. Girlfriend is looking hard these 
days, no? The song is totally boring and she has a pretty voice at all, but like, why get to the 
bottom two so fast and then just fuck around? The song is a year long, and then she talks about 
the show for awhile, and none of it makes sense, and she kisses Ryan like five times, and then, 
staring at the blank face before her, she releases her inhibitions and feels Archuleta on her 
skin, hugging him like six times and asks him if she can go to Prom with him. ...Was that the 
point? Oh, God. 


Ten-year-old Michael, fabulously blooming into his agency as a diva as we speak, wonders on 
the phones why it is that Paula is so nice to the contestants. Paula responds that Michael will 
one day be a fabulous diva. Miranda, 14, asks Paula if she's going to do any more music videos 
with Randy. Ryan also wants to know. Paula says in the next one, Randy becomes a cartoon cat, 
and then they promise to keep dancing like there's no tomorrow. Tara, 46, gave Simon his first 
kiss, in his garden, when he was nine. Simon half-mooses all over the place and they are both 
totally awesome and weird. Ryan's first question is, "Is Simon a good kisser? Please." Tara and 
Simon talk about how he was only nine, and Paula screams to ask if she's over the rabies, and 
Tara says she'd had extensive therapy since. Ryan is totally done with this whole convo, it's 
amazing. Simon talks about how she was his first crush, and then Ryan's like, "Tara, I'll give you 
Simon's number. Which I have. And you don't. But l'Il give it to you. And nine is too young to 
kiss anyway. And I'm hanging up now." 


Then: Anything relevant at all, please ...Nope. Another song! Neil Diamond, doing the whole 
David Cook thing with the hips and the bright red lights and all. The song is fine, Neil Diamond 
is fine, his best songs are the ones that aren't about little girls. His mother looks like Neil 


Diamond in drag. Neil babbles Brooke-style about how his new album is coming out, and he 
can't stop making songs even though he's totally rich, which is funny because what if Ryan's 
passion is for like botany or something, and all this hustle and 20-hour workday stuff is so he 
can go live on an island? Neil Diamond is still talking. People, what are we doing here? He tells 
them to stay with it, don't listen to Simon -- Paula jumps up like a snakehandler, of course -- and 
never stop. Simon says he has history with Neil Diamond and Neil Diamond says he loves Simon 
and again Ryan's like, "Spare me the details. I'll give you Simon's phone number later, because | 
totally have it." 
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Syesha and Brooke. No suspense at all. Syesha is now worried and Brooke is already a weepy 
mess. She knows it's coming and gives her version of not freaking out, which is to freak out. 
She sobs into her mic, Syesha's mic, her journey involved being totally warm and sweet and 
beautiful and fun and happy-go-lucky and truly delightful, sometimes not so confident and 
sometimes totally joyful...and then those things trickled down the drain one thing at a time 
until she was just a big old mess. But then at the very last second she pulled it together and 
gave a great performance, and that was the last thing she did on this show -- because | am 
terrified that this is going to be a singout apocalypse -- and that's something to be proud of. 


She gives a short speech thanking everybody in America, very sincerely, and then tries to sing, 
and absolutely chokes on every line except for the one she had written on her hand, and gives 
the people a truly tearful, sad, kind of touching singout. | get kind of overwhelmed by happy 
singing, but it takes a truly rough sad singing to get to me. David Cook, paying attention to 
something off-stage, awkwardly steps forward and pats her back and then awkwardly steps 
back again, it's weird. The thing I like is how Paula stands up in front of her and tries to keep 
her attention by clapping wildly, but there's no use, because she's wigged. She finally just goes, 
"Thank you!" and turns to face the back of the stage and Ryan comforts her. | mean, you didn't 
think she was going out with anything less than a total bloodbath, did you? 


So here's what we got: Syesha Mercado, who is in this to win it and doesn't give a fuck. David 
Cook, who's good at doing different versions of other people. Jason Castro, who's not that great 
at doing anything except a certain folky version of himself. David Archuleta, which...| think 
whatever Brooke is like on the outside, she's fine ten minutes later and we don't get to see it, 
but | think that's what David Archuleta is like inside, all the time. | bet Brooke is really 
vicariously cathartic for him in some way. 


| think next week it's Jason, for a David-Syesha-David showdown, and then the David/David 
finale. I'm sorry to see Brooke go from a selfish angle, because | enjoy her, but she could not 
get off the stage fast enough for my tastes, too. | think my friend Karen sums it up best: that 
the nature of being truly gifted is too be awkward, especially in an environment designed to 
smack your gifts right the fuck out of you. That Brooke was in there fighting for authenticity in 
the most inauthentic environment yet conceived. That this was the perfect sing out for her, "I 
Am, | Said," because it's all about ending up in a scary place that is too hard and dark when you 
should have stayed safe. And of course that Brooke can easily be imagined having "in-depth 
discussions of existentialist angst with a piece of furniture,” such as David Archuleta. But | like 
the idea that this was a challenge for her, and that maybe she'll come away with a stronger 
sense of her own goodness, and how bad the place she invested it. You don't bring a bird toa 
dogfight and expect the bird to fight. Birds are best at singing. 


TENDER IS THE NIGHT 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 37 | Aired on 05.06.2008 


Season 7: Top 4 Performances - David Archuleta doesn't want us to forget that he is made of plush, David Cook doesn't 
want us to forget Duran Duran, Syesha doesn't want us to forget the terrible hardships she hasn't suffered, and Jason 
doesn't want to remember anything anymore. 


You know, if they're not going to have any on-stage breakdowns and psychedelic journeys to 
the future, I'm not entirely sure what the point is. This...has become an anticlimax. 


The theme this week, or so Ryan said on Wednesday, was "The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame." 
More specifically, however, it's a list of 500 R&R HoF-approved "influential" songs. Ryan narrates 
us through a history of rock music, and somewhere in America, a goose walks over Ike Turner's 
grave. Not surprisingly, we're going back to the judges giving their critiques after each 
performance, and the judges react to that while a lot of eye-rolling and "that's more like it" 
remarks, because clearly it was production's fault that Paula became unhooked from space and 
time last week. I'm never one to defend Mike Darnell, but...come on. 


David Cook is up first, and he'll be singing Duran Duran's "Hungry Like The Wolf.” It should 
surprise none of you reading this recap to know that | find this deeply awesome. David 
promises to "stand the song on its head," which is also a good sign. It's just David on the stage, 
no guitar. This kind of thing tends to play into his more smarmy tendencies, but hell. He's the 
closest thing | have to a horse in this race, so it's going to take a hell of a lot more than some 
rock-god affectations to sway me. I'm not sure where all this turning the song on its head is 
happening. He's stripped it down some, sure, and nobody's onstage running around the 
Brazilian jungle or anything, but it's very much the song you remember from that time known 
as the entire 1980s. Randy didn't think the song choice was special enough, and it didn't 
feature the right kind of "mad hot vocals." Because if David's been known for anything this 
season, it's been his choice of "mad hot vocals." Paula makes with the wolf puns in saying how 
she'd like to devour David Cook whole and then pretend she's never ingested anything close to 
a David Cook in her entire life. Simon also doesn't think he did a whole lot with the song, but it 
was a good enough performance for now. Yeah, "good enough" will probably be fine, but the 
First Curse this season has claimed a hell of a lot of contestants, so David better watch it. 


After the break, it's Ryan and Syesha on the cola stools. Syesha's put a little wave in the hair 
since last week, but it's still straightened, and the style is making her head look seriously boxy 
right now. They talk a lot of boring about the pressure and the tour, and then, in her video, 
Syesha says she's singing "Proud Mary." She tells a story about how a billion people have 
covered this song, and there are famous dance moves, and it's very daunting, but one look in 
the mirror and a pep talk to herself was all it took to get that obnoxious self-confidence back. 
On stage, we see Syesha's sparkly dress is very Tina-appropriate, and she's very consciously 
copying those famous dance moves she was talking about. (At the judges' table, Simon is 
writing the word "cabaret" on a sheet of paper and underlining it about seven times.) | don't 
know if I'm having a stroke or if Tina Turner's so awesome that it bleeds out into everything 
that touches her or what, but I'm kind of really enjoying this. It's an acting job -- it's Syesha 
Mercado doing Tina Turner, for sure -- but it's pleasing to the ear holes and eye holes. Randy 
thinks she's once again "in the zone" and is coming on strong at the right time. He's right ina 
couple of different ways, one of them being that, with the way the field has shaken out, she's 
easily my second favorite of the four. Castro's got the best attitude about it (that attitude being: 
"Hell, I'm kind of done with this"), but Syesha and Cook are the ones | like watching these days. 
Paula thinks Syesha made the magic happen. Simon "puts a bit of a damper on things” when he 
calls the performance a "bad, shrieky version" of Tina. That is a bit of a damper, yes. Syesha 


apologizes to Simon for bumming him out, and Randy blames Simon's Britishness for not 
getting the glory of Syesha. Or something. 
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After the break, Ryan putzes around in the audience with a cutout of Jason's face with, like 
dreads made of yarn attached to it -- great, the universes of arts and crafts and American 

Idol fandom are now colliding to create the biggest gaywad black hole of all time -- and then 
points out Carly in the audience with her girlfriends before kicking it to Jason Castro's video 
clip. If you're not down with the divine comedy of watching Jason Castro speak, | can't blame 
you, but | will say that it's easily my favorite part of the Jason Castro experience. He gives a 
droopy-eyed account of picking out one of the handful of songs on the HoF 500 list that he'd 
heard of before, and when he tells us that song is Bob Marley's "I Shot The Sheriff," he laughs so 
dorkily he almost snorts. Because it's Bob Marley! A great big dreadlocked pothead! Get it?? 


On stage, we see Jason has managed to blow out the dreads to look especially Marley-like (as 
opposed to tying them back on his head when he wants to look like a pretty lady). It should go 
without saying that this song is WAY too much for little Jason Castro to handle, not so much 
vocally (but: that too) but in message and gravitas and stature and history and any of a billion 
other reasons. Yeah, | drunkenly warbled out "Buffalo Soldier" with my friends in high school 
too, but | was a cock back then, and Jason, bless his sweet face, is a cock right now. It's not that 
you can't enjoy this song unless you were oppressed or anything, but you can't appropriate Bob 
Marley for yourself. Certainly not if you're on American Idol. And he sounds like hell besides. 
Randy's like, "Are you kidding me with this?" If Paula had an ounce of self-awareness, she'd 
critique his song from next week, but alas. She bright-sides that he really connected with the 
audience before admitting that he sucked ass. Simon tells the poor kid to stand back because 
here it comes: "Atrocious." Simon agrees that it's an untouchable song and compares it to a bad 
audition-round song. Ryan of course rushes to Jason's aid, because SHUT UP, RYAN. Simon and 
Randy are both like, "What do you want from us? That was hideous." Ryan specifically instructs 
Paula to build up Jason's confidence for the next song, like Jason's not currently BEGGING to be 
sent home anyway. 


David Archuleta is...oh for crying out loud. "Stand By Me." Duh. Should've seen that coming. 
While | wait for a goose to walk over River Phoenix's grave, David explains that he sings this 
song to himself in his room whenever his dad locks him in there as punishment for listening to 
songs about women and alcohol. That weird, plastered-on smile of his is so very troubling. 
What kind of life is this kid going to lead? He gives this touching, if played-out, song the usual 
David Archuleta treatment, which in this case amounts to "pleasant-sounding nothing" as 
opposed to the bloody massacre that were his two Neil Diamond songs last week. Nope, this 
week it's just telling the pre-teens in the mosh pit that they can stand right next to him and he 
won't ever try anything because he doesn't entirely know what that would entail, and if anybody 
every tried to tell him it'd be back into his bedroom to listen to "Stand By Me" another dozen 
times. 
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David's got soaring eagles on his T-shirt at the moment, so you know he's ready for that finale 
song. Randy tries to get the loser girls in the audience to shut up long enough for him to once 
again pretend that David just blew everybody away. The degree to which Randy has no 
credibility anymore cannot be overstated. At least Paula's crazy and Simon's always thinking 
about marketing. Paula compliments David on heeding Andrew Lloyd Webber's advice and using 
his dead, joyless eyes to communicate to the audience. Simon uses his time to take another 
potshot at Jason, which is lame, and even David A,, who has had the backtalk beaten out of him 
by now, says that's not cool. Simon then dares to suggest David struggled a bit at the end, but 


before the villagers can carry him off to be drawn and quartered, he calls it the best 
performance of the night so far. When Ryan comes out, he gets David to admit that the judges 
absolutely terrify him. | can't imagine why he would be so petrified of what authority figures will 
say to him after he sings. Weird. Ryan just begs him not to freak out and die on him. 


Back at the cola monitors, we're back to David Cook, and he and Ryan talk about how this 
week's theme will totally fuck him over if he isn't balls-out fantastic. Yes, he actually says "the 
bar | set for myself is so high," but it's kind of the truth, at least in the isolated bubble that is 
this show. He'll be singing The Who's "Baba O'Reilly," which is every bit the stadium anthem that 
other ill-advised song choices like "We Will Rock You" and "Sweet Caroline" have been. David 
wisely alters the song more than he did "Hungry Like The Wolf," slowing it down to dirge speed, 
which isn't a whole lot of fun, but it gets the job done vis-a-vis making this the David Cook song 
that "Hungry" really wasn't. The time limitation is felt at the end as David gets to the "They're 

all wastea" part, and looks like he's about to cut loose, but then he pulls up. Nobody likes 
musical blue balls, dude. Don't do that. Randy thought it was a return to form, Paula still wants 
to violate him in a billion different ways, and Simon smiles and says, "Welcome back, David 
Cook." There's a "David's gonna cry" vibe hanging in the air like after his Mariah song, but it 
doesn't come to pass. | bet Paula's naked desire for him dried him up quick. 


After the break, Ryan greets Rascal Flatts in the audience, then walks right past 

a dead-ringer Ryan Seacrest doppelganger in the audience, completely without noticing. That 
was freaky. | hope that dude doesn't have any Uma Thurman stalker crap on the brain. Lord 
knows what it would take to creep Ryan out. 
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Syesha has chosen Sam Cooke's "A Change Is Gonna Come," and because it's Syesha, we can't 
entirely be surprised that she compares the "pivotal time" that Cooke wrote that song to the 
pivotal time in her life right now. On American Idol. She really, really went there. Back on stage, 
she looks eight million kinds of fantastic, but now she's back to singing the same old stand-still 
diva mess that got me so apathetic towards her in the first place. We'll see if the overt 
Randy-baiting of her oversung notes will pay off. The fakey-fake tearful glances certainly might. 
Randy didn't love it, even calling out the over-pushing on the big notes -- Randy, if you're going 
to be the biggest horse's ass on the panel, at least be consistent about it, will you? Syesha starts 
to cry (for real this time), which immediately gets two people on her side: Paula, at the judges’ 
table, and Carly in the audience. Who else? Simon goes for the big suspense and says he 
agrees...(Syesha's trickle of a tear becomes a gusher in the meantime)...with Paula. He 
specifically says Randy was out of his tree. Which...he wasn't, but he so often is. Ryan asks 
Syesha why she's currently blubbering like Brooke White at a puppy mill and Syesha manages to 
call down the ghosts of the civil rights movement to support her on her quest to be America's 
favorite girl. The judges pick on Randy for being mean, which is all fun and games until Ryan 
starts to have a panic attack about running over time, so he hustles out the numbers and 
shoots it to the next video. 


After having paid tribute to his own weed-smoking and hairstyle with Bob Marley, Jason has 
next decided to pay tribute to his own weed-smoking and mumbly affect with a Bob Dylan song. 
| know "Mr. Tambourine Man" is about weed because Michelle Pfeiffer told me so, see. For the 
first few chords, we're back to a Jason that | can live with, even though it's basically just a guy 
with a guitar doing Dylan. But he's doing it pretty well...until we get to the jingle-jangle 
morning, at which point Jason completely loses all his words and just rides it out until the end 
of the chorus. Holy hell. If Brooke White had died from any of her 19 nervous breakdowns, a 
goose would be walking across her grave right about now. Jason recovers and sounds pretty 
good throughout the rest of the song, but jeez. Randy takes the lazy route he sometimes takes 
and asks Jason what he thought. Luckily, this gives Jason a chance to apologize for the 


lyric-flubbing in a way that doesn't seem desperate. Paula allows that the performance wasn't 
that great but she still likes him, for whatever reasons Paula has for liking anybody. Simon is so 
beyond over Jason right now -- | can't imagine Simon ever has time for people who don't want to 
be on the show anymore -- and he bluntly tells him to pack his suitcase. 
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After the break, we've got, like, a minute and a half to cram in David Archuleta singing "Love Me 
Tender." See, because it says "tender" right there in the title. And "sweet" in the very first line. 
This song's got it all! So it's another Brian McKnight interpretation here as David turns Elvis's 
most boring song into a soulful white-boy ballad. On the David A. scale he sounds great, and | 
will say that if | were a person who was in any way inclined towards David Archuleta, this 
performance would be driving me crazy right about now. But what kind of person are you if 
you're in any way inclined towards David Archuleta, you giant weirdo? In the absence of being a 
total freak, then, all I'm left with is David's huge, sincere face taking up my entire TV screen ina 
way that is disgustingly wholesome. Randy uses the word "tender" in his critique, so | think we 
can safely ignore the rest of what he says. Paula loved it. And Simon thought David "crushed the 
competition" tonight. Man, for this kid's sake, | hope that Jonas Brothers market will hold up the 
way Simon thinks it will. Ryan reads off David's numbers and calls him "Crusher," which is funny 
because that was the name of my grandparents’ cat when | was growing up. Appropriate, no? 


Rundown: David Cook not being quite as special as we'd like him to be, but still the best. 
Syesha being ambitious and good, then presumptuous and bad. Jason repeatedly requesting to 
be sent home. And David A. making sure we don't forget just how non-threatening he is at all 
times. 


Tomorrow we lose another one. Everybody involved really hopes it'll be Jason. 


IN THE JINGLE-JANGLE SOMETHING WE'LL COME FOLLOWING 
YOU 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 38 | Aired on 05.07.2008 


Season 7: Top 4 Results - Jason's cast off to wander the Earth and sing for his supper while Syesha lives to be an 
inspiration for another week. 


This next hour will be perhaps the most anti-climactic and predictable all season, so let's not 
futz around trying to interpret Ryan's body language (he's busy) or Archuleta's (he's frightened) 
or Syesha's (she's inspired by the story of herself). This...is getting recapped real effing quick. 


| just noticed Ryan's teeny tiny fauxhawk, like, a week ago, which means I'm going to have to 
issue a teeny tiny apology to Jimmy Kimmel, but anyway: it's still there. Kind of appropriate that 
Ryan's fauxhawk would be the shortest fauxhawk I've ever seen, right? He says the top three 
vote-getters all finished within a million votes of each other, which | thought totally gave away 
who was getting eliminated right off the bat. He introduces the judges, then tries to make 
Randy apologize for being "hard" on Syesha last night (he doesn't, to his credit). Same thing for 
Simon re: Castro. Simon says he wasn't angry last night, just kind of dumbfounded by the 
maddening song choices by "some" people. Meaning: Castro. Then Paula takes credit for 
making Syesha cry, and then it's the Top 4 out to sing "Reelin' In The Years." Wow, American 
Idol does Steely Dan. And just in time for my dad's birthday too! The choreography is as 
elaborate and weird as it's ever been this season, which is saying something if you've watched 
any of the group numbers this year. They keep doing this Abbey Road walk across the stage in 
single file, because God forbid we forget The Beatles for one goddamn second, and then the 
stage wall opens to reveal...the regular /do/ guitar player. Eh, he's no FANTASIA. 


After the break, Ryan introduces the video recap of last night, which: | already recapped that 
yesterday, so go read that. It's funny, | promise! Then it's time to start eliminations, and Ryan 
brings out Archuleta. If you're a big fan of that awesome Ryan/David banter in which Ryan tries 
to get David to either relax or loosen up or say something even little bit interesting, and David 
responds by smiling and laughing uncomfortably and then saying what he's been told to, then 
you were totally in luck tonight. The talking points tonight were that David felt he "connected" 
with the songs. Fascinating. Oh, and he "had fun" with "Stand By Me," which...yes, | can believe 
that's as "fun" as David gets. David's safe, as usual, so he heads for the couches. 


Ryan reminds us that the visits home will be next week. Shit. Then he keeps us in suspense 
about whether Cook, Castro, or Syesha will be going home. 
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Of course, after the break we don't find out right away, because the gods of filler have to be 
appeased. Then it's a video package of the Top 4 in Vegas as they went to see that 
Beatles/Cirque du Soleil abomination. Once again: BEATLES! BEATLES! YOU LIKE THE BEATLES, 
RIGHT?? The Idols pet dolphins. They pet children. The gays have their way with their hair and 
makeup. Castro acts strange and uncomfortable at all times. Archuleta fails to get kidnapped 
and raised by either Bette Midler or the Blue Man Group. You know, nothing interesting. 


Back to the eliminations, next out to the stage is David Cook. Hell, he's not going anywhere 
either. Ryan proves that his 22-hour day doesn't prevent him from trolling the internet by 
asking David if he was feeling a little down last night, oh, for whatever reason please whore out 
your sick brother and save us from this ratings downslide please! David continues to avoid 


shining that particular light on his personal life, and Ryan doesn't press it further. David's made 
it through to next week. Interestingly, David looks super enthusiastic as he heads towards 
Archuleta and the couches, clearly ready to celebrate, but by the time he gets there, Arch's 
inability to connect with anyone else on a human level has effectively harshed Cook's buzz. Way 
to ruin everything, kid. 


Ryan then calls Jason and Syesha to the stage. Once again, he doesn't call this the Bottom Two, 
which is weird, because...is it not? | think we all assumed it was, but why is Ryan being so cagey 
about it? Anyway, Ryan takes us all for idiots who can't tell time when he makes like he's going 
to reveal who's out. Nobody's fooled -- Jason says, "You're not gonna tell us right now, right?" 
And Syesha goes, "No, he's gonna go to break." Nice. Ryan does indeed send us to commercials, 
then no doubt starts pouting about his spot getting blown. 


Pimpmercial: Johnny Cash's "Ring of Fire," which is totally sick and wrong, but it does afford us 
the opportunity to see what Jason Castro would look like as a gay matador. | think it suits him, 
myself. Yeah, so the theme of the video is that brightly colored matadors are pitted against 
K.I.T.T., or something. A car that drives itself. As always, Ryan and the Idols think the whole 
thing is hilarious. Of course, I'd watch that video on a loop for twenty minutes rather than the 
ensuing call-in segment. Oh, sweet embrace of death, why didn't you take me before this part?? 
"Emily" asks David Cook if he'll take her on a date in Pittsburgh this summer. No he most 
certainly will not, is the actual answer, but David makes it politely vague. "Sarah" asks about 
their biggest challenges. Syesha says stage fright, which: bull///I/shit. David A. doesn't like to 
think about things and doesn't answer. Jason, almost verbatim, says "My pot-addled brain." 
David Cook is nice enough not to say "Whiskey-voiced Pittsburghians who want to fuck me." 
Simon gets asked yet another "Why are you so awesome?" question, which: pass. Syesha then 
gets asked about being the only girl, and she's like, "Boys are disgusting to live with," but not in 
so many words. But much like the Civil Rights leaders of the 1960s instinctively knew what the 
country needed to become, so did | instinctively know what Syesha was really talking about. 
One last question about whether the Idols have gotten feedback from the artists they've 
covered. Cook says he heard back from Raine Maida (the Our Lady Peace guy), who was 
complimentary. It's too bad David couldn't get Chantal Kreviazuk, Raine's wife, to talk to Brooke 
before she got booted. One more "Why are you so awesome?” question for Simon and we're 
done. 
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Now that that's finished, let us all bask in the slender glow of Adam Levine and Maroon 5. Who 
knew when they performed last season that that song would be with me all summer. I'd like to 
dismiss the possibility of that happening again, but | know myself too well to do that again. 
After they're done (they do a fine job), Adam stays to chat with Ryan, who asks him to talk to 
the Idols and give them some advice. Adam manages to out-anal Ryan by asking for a hand-held 
mic so people can actually hear what he's saying, then goofs around adorably about going on 
tour to exotic places like Europe and San Antonio. He then tells the Top 4 that the music 
business is about work, work, and more work. "And then you're gonna get jaded and you're 
gonna say 'God, | hate this!’ but you really love it, so just try to remember that." | always 
thought Adam Levine was a beautiful dickhead, but now | think | really like him. Look at you, 
with your pinstriped suit, being all affable and wise! 


Back from the break, is it time yet? ...No, of course not. We have a second musical guest 
tonight, and it's none other than Bo goddamn Bice. | don't have the energy, dude. | will say that 
it's refreshing that he hasn't changed anything about his image, the hair, or anything. | 
appreciate that -- a made-over Bo would only make me hate him more. So once he's done, he 
gets to talk to Ryan, too. He's asked about this season's new rule about instruments during 
performances, which I'm sure was a big honkin' "controversy" back in his season when he was 


kept in chains, unable to jam out on Skynyrd to his fullest ability. He's kind of a dick when he 
talks about certain Idols relying on their instruments too much, and then he and Ryan get their 
signals crossed while trying to make a joke about Bo and David A. being lookalikes or 
something. Guess what? It's stupid. 


Oh dude, Ace Young is playing a murder victim on Bones. That is absolutely a step up for him. 


After the break, we are finally ready to get rid of someone. Jason and Syesha are at center 
stage. While Ryan's reading Jason's stats, particularly the part about him flubbing the "Mr. 
Tambourine Man" lyrics, Jason interrupts with the following: "Somebody told me that I shot the 
Tambourine Man. Heh heh." Jason Castro, | am going to miss the hell out of you. When Ryan 
asks him what went wrong, Jason talks about how hard it's been to remember two songs 
instead of one. Yeah, two's tough. Stick to those one-song gigs, man. That said, his whole 

"Oh man, | don't know what I'm doing here" vibe is totally charming to me. It's like they let a 
Chris Farley character onto the show. For her part, Syesha once again explains why she cried 
yesterday (because this show is obsessed with nothing so much as tears), and this time she 
manages to compare her Idol journey to being the first black and/or woman President. Syesha 
Mercado, you guys. Making history. Anyway, Jason's totally going home, and Syesha's safely in 
the Top 3. 
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Jason warmly hugs Syesha, laughs his ass off, and is happy as hell. His Ruben-serenaded Idol 
Journey tells the story of a kid who tried out for a show because he thought it'd be fun and 
weird, and he spent the whole season goofing around and giving dopey interviews and 
sometimes singing and shoving his beautiful face right up into the cameras. It's weird to be 
reminded of when the judges loved him, because that seems so long ago. Of course, me being 
a soft touch sometimes, on the whole | liked him. In a better season (speaking of which: Season 
6 is looking pretty good from here, eh, haters?), he'd have been an afterthought, but this year 
he was one of my few favorites. Ryan mentions that Jason looks almost relieved, because Ryan 
has both eyes and wireless internet. Jason jokes that with three songs next week, he doesn't 
know what he would've done. Heh. His singout gets cut short, but | will say | was less put off by 
it this time, probably because now he's just a kid singing Marley like everybody else in this 
country. See ya in the subway station, man. 


| DON'T WANT TO MISS A THING. EXCEPT SYESHA. 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 39 | Aired on 05.13.2008 


Season 7: Top 3 Perform - Three kids, nine songs, infinite chances for tragedy. 


Ryan looks weirdly busted. Maybe he's as exhausted as we all are. He introduces the finalists as 
"a high school student,” "an actress,” and "a bartender," and does a funny little voice for each. 
Although maybe his David Archuleta voice is not actually a special funny voice but his regular 
Ryan voice. | dunno. It feels like | haven't seen this show in six years. After the credits he's 
looking slightly weller but still a bit bloated. He looks like a coyote doppelganger, like, you go 
to bed with Ryan and you wake up with a methed-out clone, that's how he looks: ten years 
older, asking to borrow your phone and smoking your cigarettes and touching your stuff and 
refusing to leave. Go home, Trick Ryan! Bring back Real Ryan! 


Ryan tells Randy that he's wearing "the sky," and yes, he looks like he's wearing the night sky 
only slightly smaller. Paula is sparkly in black and silver, and Simon looks the same. There's an 
insolent ginger child behind Randy that is working my last nerve. Ryan tells us about how the 
Top Three is always awesome because of how they each sing three songs chosen weird ways, 
like there's a producer pick and a pick from each of the judges and then they each get 

to REBECCA! | saw Rebecca! Rewind it! Joe, it's Rebecca! She's just as pretty on real life TV as she 
is on fake TV. | wish she were my sister. (...Or my girlfriend. Sister! Girlfriend! Sister! Girlfriend!) 


Also there's Marilu Henner, but | think I'm kind of done with her. She and Whoopi Goldberg are 
parallel lines heading toward an inescapable infinity right now and they're both reaching that 
weirdness of the truly tired and rich and | can't do it. But Rebecca is there! And the sullen ginger 
child, and I think the guy who plays Lloyd on Entourage, which means that he's the guy who was 
playing the person doing my friend L's job while she was doing it in real life, so whenever | 
think of him | am warmly reminded of my friend L, and how she's nothing like Lloyd. XOXO. 


...|am kind of like Lloyd though, if I'm being honest. So anyway now I'm going to pause it and 
tell you my predictions. For the producer choices, | have no idea but | enjoy testing myself on 
how much I can see into the mind of White Old Straight Rich Guy world, so I'm going to say that 
David A. will be singing "Colors Of The Wind," because it's twee and has a sweeping chorus; 
Syesha will be singing "And | Am Telling You," because it's old straight rich white guys and they 
can only hold three thoughts in their head at one time and one of those is always going to be 
their prostate, one is always going to be boobies, and the other one is obviously money, so 
there's not a whole lot of room left to consider how all black chicks are not the same black 
chick; and David Cook will be singing ... oh God ... what's that song about the ... "Only Wanna 
Be With You," by Hootie. Or "Every Time," by Lincoln Hawk, because that's precisely how cool 
David Cook is. 
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For the judgery, | say that Paula will make David Cook sing "Born To Be Wild," because she is a 
gaywad; Simon will make Syesha sing "Unchained Melody,” because his favorite things in the 
world besides Ryan Seacrest are that song and black chicks; and Randy will make David 
Archuleta sing "Girl, You'll Be A Woman Soon." To. His. Nuts. 


And finally, their personal choices will be: Syesha Mercado, "Love Is A Many-Splendored Thing,” 
because she still doesn't know why she is here; David Archuleta, "Candle In The Wind," because 
Elton John never wrote a song about Martin Luther King, Jr., ice cream treats, or Gandhi; and 


David Cook, "Closer." And this will cause a riot and the Kodak Theater will be destroyed ina 
panty-throwing free-for-all by slavering Cookie Monsters, and Simon will carry Ryan out of the 
burning building in his arms. 


David Archuleta's Mayor is even more of a cartoon than David himself is, with crazy There Will 
Be Mustache and a bright paneled shirt. He reveals that Paula was Archuleta's judge, and chose 
"And So It Goes" by Billy Joel. She also signs the letter "Forever Your Girl," see, and then talks at 
length about how she's cooler than Madonna. She says she chose the song for its beauty and 
difficulty, and because she wants to "exploit" the beautiful timbre of his voice. There is not a 
part of David Archuleta that hasn't already been exploited to hell and back, but you're free to 
keep looking. Some mistakes were built to last. 


Billy Joel's one of those where I don't know the song until the second bar of the song. Or 
sometimes not. WTF is this? "In every heart there is a room, a sanctuary..." | think this is actually 
a Doctor Who recap and not a song. It sure is slow enough to seem like it takes forever. He does 
all of his wheezy lovely singing and it refuses to kick in, and then refuses to kick in some more. 
Is this is a Disney artifact? Did Billy Joel write the single for Lion King VIII: Simba Dies Peacefully 
In His Sleep After A Long & Happy Life, Surrounded By His Loved Ones? Because that's what | am 
thinking of. No wait, it's the strings throwing me off. You can hear the Billy Joelness of it in the 
piano. | do not care for this song but it is very romantic, and David Archuleta is very David 
Archuleta. He's darling. It's fine. He licks his lips aggressively at the end, so... take that, haters? 


Randy says it was a "dope" choice, and almost wishes that DA was playing the piano. That would 
have made it better, agreed. DA is additionally "in the zone" and "in it to win it," "baby." Paula 
calls him a "storyteller," and loved it. Simon thought it was "very good" but lacking in surprise, 
also predictable, and whatever. Simon doesn't care any more about DA than anybody I've met in 
my lifetime. | know they're out there, but we don't run in the same circles. Not to say that David 
Archuleta fans run around in circles. Well, although Paula is one. 
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Ryan does a Randy impression for a sec at the judge's table, and then they do a very silly and 
awkward thing where they tell you to go to iTunes or something, | don't know. Cut to Syesha in 
a limo acting like Raven Symone, all, "OMG u guyz | just got txted by Randy Jackson saying im 
singing if | an't got u by Alicia keys | guess sometimes randy Jackson is an old white guy too 
lol." Her favorite artist -- "of course!" she fakes -- and she's excited and whatever. 


Randy chose this because Syesha is "young, hot, and unbelievably talented, and in charge" and 
he had this feeling Syesha loves Alicia. You know who doesn't care for Alicia Keys? This guy. | 
can't defend it, | don't really have a reason, | just don't like it in my ears. She seems like if you 
got a couple of drinks in her she would make you listen to jazz on vinyl. She seems like even 
Norah Jones would be like, "Lighten up, superstar. Life isn't Juilliard.” | do like Syesha in my 
ears, though, so is she doing a good job? Man, she's doing a great job. Of being a less 
interesting celebrity singalike of Alicia Keys. Every intonation is exactly ... Oh wait, this is the 
Alicia Keys song | like. Still, though. So she sounds exactly like Alicia Keys only with all the 
edges rubbed off and sounding like she's on that show American Idol. 


Randy can't believe what a fucking genius he is for picking that song, blah blah, Syesha is 
amazing too? But mostly he's a genius. "I'm so happy that you are peaking at the right time in 
this competition,” he says. Which is a total effing backhand not just to her, but to everybody, as 
is Paula's talk about how she's the last lady standing. Also, she looks amazing in a sparkly 
gold/silver gown. Simon calls her out on the karaoke, and Randy lies and says that it's not true, 
but it is. Simon's like, "I guess so but not enough." Which is kind of like reminding Randy that 


he's a douche. Ryan also asks her if she's been totally boring all season on purpose, and she 
responds by acting like Cameron Diaz, and it's excruciating. Syesha's concept of having a 
personality is so much more off-putting than whatever she was doing before. 


Cook just "happens" to get his Simon text message while he's live on FOX news in wherever he's 
from, and he's all, "I actually forgot to turn my phone off while I was sitting here on TV at the 
news talking about how I was about to get a text from Simon, sorry to interrupt" or whatever, 
it's stupid. Then he holds out his hand toward the camera and it says "First Time Ever | Saw 
Your Face" by Roberta Flack. Which, David Cook singing that particular song is already a hot 
enough concept that this is going to be super weird because | don't really like to talk about how 
much I like David Cook. Because | don't, | hate him. Hate his ass. 
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Simon explains that he chose this song because it will make all panties all over the globe 
explode, and also because he is better than Randy, who served Syesha breakfast for breakfast, 
while Simon's serving up breakfast for dinner. Also, Simon says that Roberta wrote the song 
about him, and Ryan gets jealous, and oh, how we laugh. 


So... Yep. Don't give in! Distract yourself with his melon-shaped head and his sparse facial hair 
and his weird smug smirking and knee-bopping. Think about how he always tosses the 
microphone stand around and struts like James Dean and Freddy Mercury and Mick Jagger had a 
big stupid pretentious baby! Do not give in to the awesomeness. Do not do it. He is a bastard. 
He is a terrible boyfriend, you can tell! Do not listen! Do not look! It is almost over! It is not 
perfect! There is reverb on the last note that is stupid! Think about that! 


Randy has loved DC forever and bashes Simon for picking an old sexy song instead of a big 
rock song, because Randy is the new Paula. Paula points out that while Randy and Simon were 
being stupid about it, we forgot how great DC is, and she loves the song. Simon correctly calls 
it one of his best performances to date, and Randy begs for yet fucking more attention, and 
Simon tells him it was a risk and original, and round one goes to Cook. Ryan says Debbie the 
Stage Manager -- and Cook's mom -- cried a little bit. And David wishes her a happy Mother's 
Day, three days after the fact. Because he is a jerk! 


Next: contestant choices. Always the best part, either because it's really good, or because it's 
really stupid. Which will David Archuleta be? | wonder. He's singing "With You" by Chris Brown. 
Who | know from The O.C., and that's it. Ryan sends him to the stage and confuses him a little 
bit because he's gotta address the camera and say what's about to happen right before it's 
happening. | would always prefer to stay with Ryan, but today that is nearly a spiritual necessity 
because what's happening on the main stage is some bullshit. "Hey little momma" is a phrase | 
don't want coming out of DA's little self. Also apparently he agrees, because he fucks up at 
least one word every single line of the song. He stares creepily into the camera and ... he's not 
really singing, it's like ... talking and whining at the same time. Tibetan Throat-Whining. And 
hopping and bouncing a lot, as is his wont. 


This is ridiculous! Why won't it end? | did not pay zero dollars to have David Effing Archuleta call 
me his "boo." He can't even ride the tall rides and he's calling me his boo? His boo is, like, the 
Cabbage Patch Kid he sleeps with. He calls each silver dollar pancake his boo before he eats it 
in front of cartoons on Saturday morning. "C'mere, boo. | gotta tell you something. You are 
delicious, little momma." You know who | miss? A-Fed. He was sort of my boo. He's probably 
about 30-years-old by now. | picture him raising chickens, on a farm. He drinks late at night on 
the porch and listens to coyotes. He is nobody's boo. His only boo is the sea, and a ship to sail 


her by. When he pretended to not be a tiny weak little child, you believed he was not, at least 
for the duration of the song. This crap is like Tom Cruise in the Outsiders trying to front. 
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A man who cannot possibly be Jack White but might be Gavin McGraw is in the audience. | don't 
know. He is agog at the hell that Archuleta just unleashed. If this is what happens when DA 
makes his own decisions, | am begging you to bring Daddy back. I'll let him beat me, if that 
keeps him on set. It's just unconscionable what they have let David do here. Randy points out 
that DA singing "my boo" is the saddest thing in the universe. Let me tell you that he did not 
choose this song. There was a whole kerfuffle this week | didn't really pay attention to involving 
DA's dad, like, pistol-whipping the sound guy or some shit. So maybe Dad didn't pick it this 
week, but whoever it was, DA was not it. David Archuleta makes me sad because he doesn't 
even know he has options yet. Maybe he never will. Paula says it was great or whatever. | wish 
all three of them would tell him how hard that was to watch. It was like a murder scene! 


Simon tells him that A) congrats on not singing some shitty ballad about getting your pets 
spayed and neutered, but B) he might as well have, because apparently he was going to do 
something ridiculous and stupid either way. "A Chihuahua trying to be a tiger" is the phrase that 
most accurately sums it up. Then Ryan calls Simon his boo three times in a row, and all is right 
with the universe. 


Time for Syesha to tell us her choice. "Fever" by Peggy Lee. This should be weird. Ryan gets 
weird immediately, and Syesha follows: "I liked the vibe of the song, and | wanted to use a 
chair." Ryan's like, "This is going to be troubling, | can tell." But can she out-weird DA? Not on 
her weirdest day. So instead this is just going to be like something Tina Fey would write, 
probably. 


She sits on the chair, awkwardly, and then vamps over her shoulder at us, and touches herself a 
little bit -- sooo tenderly -- and then bounces her shoulders in a very Beyoncé way. She stands 
up and vamps around the bass player. And it's Syesha Mercado: there is nothing organic about 
the girl at all. You can see her brain going, "Touch left hip. Turn to chair. Bounce. Stick right leg 
out all sexy. Walk around the chair. One more time. Plant those feet. Screech a whole lot. Dig 
down into that nonexistent lower range." It's the most unsexy sexy thing I've ever seen. (...1 
write, as Justin Guarini appears on the screen.) Also? Concentrate more on singing, lady. We are 
never going to love "Syesha" until you give us one that makes sense. 


Randy is like, "That was fine." Paula says it has nothing to do with Imaginary Syesha inside 
Paula's head, only she's right in a way because it was also nothing to do with Actual Syesha. 
Simon calls it a regrettable cabaret performance. Which is, again, what it was. It was lame and 
too conceptual and she could never have pulled it off. So she didn't. Spectacularly. It was like 
those creepy kiddie pageants when they shake their asses. 
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Next up? DC, perched on a stool like a tool, while Ryan straddles the sexy chair and tries to 
have a serious fucking conversation about Switchfoot. Jeeeezus. | love this song "Dare You To 
Move," I'm not proud, but Cook does his usual ruination of the moment by being "amazed" that 
the crowd has heard of it. Go do a fucking crossword puzzle and leave me out of it. You did not 
discover every lame band of the last ten years. | don't have anything written on the inside of my 
hand, but if you look real close you can probably see a message for you on this finger right 
here. 


This song is awesome, though. | have a whole file in my head labeled Leery-Clifton Nuptials, 
and it's all the songs that will be playing when | meet, woo, date, destroy, rebuild, renovate and 
eventually marry Dawson Leery. | can't remember if | ever told you about that. | don't tell many 
people because it's a lot to take in and I realize that, but anyway, this is a major one of those 
songs. | don't listen to these particular songs, on purpose, very often -- | am not David Cook, | 
don't know too much about obscure bands like Switchfoot -- but if they come on the radio, 
that's four minutes of wedding planning in Cape Cod or whatever. Like the Switchfoot song, 
that is for when | have to decide between Paris and our love. (I eventually choose Paris, but only 
because Dawson Leery loves me enough to set me free. Thanks, bro.) 


(Five years ago TODAY, by the way, was the last episode of that show. Think about where you 
were and what you were doing and what you were wearing. | know!) 


And you might think that this is a file folder which eventually would stop growing, but you 
would be wrong. | add songs to this mental playlist all the time. Like "Apologize," that's for this 
one day when it rains and I'm waiting at the bus stop or the airport or something like all day, 
because he's of an artist's temperament and sometimes loses track of time, but I'm wet and 
hungry so | throw a massive fit about it, and things get kind of ugly, which is sad because 
usually we support each other and help each other to make good choices, and although we 
eventually we make up, | spend the night alone for the first time in months sucking down cheap 
Cabernet and smoking cigarette after cigarette and tearfully wondering if it is indeed too late to 
apologize. 


All of which, sorry, is to say that it sounds exactly like that song sounds, but with David Cook's 
voice. Randy gives a bunch of shoutouts to himself, Paula thinks it was a bad edit because it 
didn't build too much, and Simon agrees with both of them. Not impressed. Still, the other two 
actually sucked, while David just sang a less used-up song really well. Which is his entire thing. 
So round two: David Cook. Dammit. 
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SHUT! UP! | was just telling you about the Wedding File and now DA is singing another one of 
the songs from it! You guys, what if this is a sign and | have to start planning a wedding right 
away? What if our Cape Cod love is finally coming to pass? Because this is a sign of something, 
I'm sure of it. Davy's producer choice is "Longer" by Dan Fogelberg. It's all coming together. | 
can't believe I'm ... This is the last time I'm telling you what I like. | mean it. There is a particular 
cheesiness in us all and I'm no different from you so don't throw stones in the cheese house. 


"Longer" is this song that used to come on the radio every time -- | mean every time, it was 
weird -- we came home from the Hobbit Hole, now the Hobbit Café. There was a waiter there 
with whom I was deeply smitten from about 1995-2001, called The Hobbit (obviously not his 
given name), and every time we were leaving | would hear this song on the Oldies -- often of a 
summer, at dusk, when the poison clouds of Houston make their most beautiful sunsets -- and 
think about The Hobbit, who had just served us, and what it would take to make him mine. He 
had really good manners. | also like this song because it sounds like castles and shit. 


It also reminds me of when we saw /ron Man last weekend -- which by the way is maybe the best 
movie I've ever seen in my entire life, and you should see it six times, and actually it's probably 
the reason there's so much romance in the air of this recap, because that is the most thrillingly 
romantic movie I've seen since, like, Stardust -- and the whole time Jeff Bridges was doing his 
thing | kept secretly wanting Iron Man to say, "I loved you in The Last Unicorn!" So to sum up: 
Hobbit waiters, Dawson Leery, magical castles, Stardust, strawberry smoothies, and The Last 
Unicorn. That's David Archuleta all over the damn place. Let's see how he does. 


...Perfectly! He does perfectly. That was like the best he's ever done, and I'm not blowing 
smoke. | might be biased because of that whole mess | just failed at explaining, but he did it 
really well. (This song is for when Dawson Leery is shot down over the Sahara in a biplane and | 
nurse him back to health in a cave, using only my wits and half-remembered medical training 
and the various native grasses, even though he has forgotten his memory and possibly marred 
his wonderful proud forehead, and | end up having to choose between the unwrapped giant 
mummy-head of Dawson Leery and the smooth metropolitan chic of Victor Laszlo, gentleman 
and revolutionary. It's kind of a long song.) And the judges... could care less. Randy tells him it 
was weird but good. Paula won't commit to much more than "lovely." Simon calls it "gooey" and 
"horrible," and even though it'll get him into Final Two, it's still too old for him But like ... this is 
Dan Fogelberg. He invented goo, my boo. 
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They must have sung at least fifteen songs by now. Ryan calls Syesha's dad a homosexual, and 
then almost bitchslaps Paula for explaining that it's Syesha's dad. It's rough. Also rough: 
Syesha's flat-ass rendition of "Hit Me Up" by ... whom? What particular kind of asshole am | if | 
assume that this is Rihanna? | don't fee/ old, but I'm at a loss. | wish that this were better, | do 
know that. Her moves are more natural and fun, and she is pretty cute, but | swear there is not 
a single damn note in tune the entire time. How painfully shitty. Bye bye, Syesha. Even the band 
and the background singers don't seem too committed. Plus the song's not even that cool, and 
there's a creepy scary sound like a chainsaw or diamond saw going on the whole time. At least 
her sexy dance moves are actually sexy instead of seeming like a symptom of a virus. 


Randy's like, "kinda," and calls it Rihanna-esque, which doesn't answer the question. Then Paula 
starts talking about penguins because it's from Happy Feet, which still doesn't answer the 
question, and tells Syesha that she's going home tomorrow, and that again she is not acting like 
Syesha tonight. Simon assures her that it was better than the second song, and that her best 
moment was last week. And now it always will be. 


And guess what, it's time for David Cook. What pile of rocker crap did they ... Oh, no! HA! That's 
so shitty! | can't believe they ... But they didn't sandbag him, did they. Everybody likes this song 
"| Don't Want To Miss A Thing" except little old Steven Tyler-hating me. And probably Cook will 
make the arrangement at least a little more interesting, and there will be a light show like whoa, 
that's a given... And thus does it come to pass. Strings until the chorus and then a totally 
awesome -- is David Cook's mom Cojocaru? -- guitar rip through it, and the lights go totally 
wild, and he acts like a rock star like always, and it's good. These songs are too short. | can't 
believe that I'm actually bitching about that, especially with this song. Oh, actually 

Diane Warren is Cojocaru. Didn't see that coming. Randy and Paula blather for a while and 
Simon says that David just won the night. Which of course he did, he always does, David Cook 
is awesome, shut up. 


To review: Exactly half of the songs were awesome, and exactly half were bleak as hell. There 
were nine songs, an odd number of songs, but of them, four (DC's and "Longer") were totally 
incredible, four (Syesha's and Davy's) completely sucked and were awful, and two of which were 
such amazing eye-bleeding trainwrecks that they worked themselves all the way back around to 
halfway-awesome (Idol's Choices "Fever" and "With You"), which equals exactly four and a half 
either way. 
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David Archuleta brought up a little mortar and pestle and ground up his special mixture of 
sleep relief; bounced on his heels and had the unmitigated audacity to call us his boo; and then 


bought his way back into the Finale by rocking out on a song that not only evokes Dan 
Fogelberg and Harry Chapin sodomizing each other in Care-A-Lot, but actually references the 
act itself, with diagrams. 


Syesha failed to suck in the usual way, choosing instead to suck in a whole new vampy sexy 
way: first on Alicia Keys awesomely but boringly; then whilst riding a chair around the stage like 
a bronco, also boringly; then by impersonating a sexy penguin who cannot sing, and may also 
be the Jigsaw Killer. Weird night for you, goodbye. | can't believe | like you less, but 
tramp-tromping around the stage in Mommy's heels doesn't make you sexy, it makes you 
awkward and difficult to deal with. 


David Cook: Rocked the Flack, rocked the Switchfoot, rocked the Armageddon, won American 
Idol. 


And of the four faces? | would have to say that Simon was even more right than usual, which | 
didn't know was possible; Paula was a bit more coherent but mattered even less; | am so over 
Randy | am right this second standing on top of his head playing guitar for Journey; and Ryan 
Seacrest is, and will always be, my boo. 


LOCAL RADIO GODS 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 40 | Aired on 05.14.2008 


Season 7: Top 3 Results - The home visits are just as scintillating as ever, and the Top 3 elimination is even more 
predictable. Thank God we have Fantasia to freak out and scream at us in the most fantastic way possible. 


The pristine silence that Ryan Seacrest usually enjoys during his pre-credits intro is spoiled by 
the Archuleta fans in the pit, who have obviously been given extra sugar this week because they 
have been extra special annoying and haven't once shut up in 24 hours. This is me hoping 
they'll all have to cry bitter tears this week or next. 


The audience is full of Season 7 castoffs and glamourpuss Broadway producers as Ryan 
welcomes us back and introduces the judges. Ryan brags that the Top 3 elimination is 
historically the most soul-scarring, even though I don't really remember that ever being the 
case. I'm pretty sure Nikki McKibbin and Vonzell and Jasmine and whoever else knew they were 
toast. Melinda, sure, but you know | don't like to talk about that. Then Ryan makes a joke about 
Paula's monster cleavage and tells us that Fantasia will be here tonight. 


The Top 3 group sing is to "Ain't No Stoppin' Us Now," which is, of course, painfully false for 
33% of the people singing it. The insane choreography is largely absent, though it's made up for 
by an extended trip into the audience. The backup singers carry the weight for about 90% of the 
song, and Syesha continues her trend of looking more and more gorgeous every time we see 
her. Like, after another couple commercial breaks, she'll be even hotter. Crazy. The poor 
beautiful girl is left to sing in the crowd while the Davids head back to the stage, which means 
she suddenly has a lot of backs turned to her, because they're the show, and unfortunately, 
she's not. After yesterday's recap from Jacob I'm starting to feel territorial, so | am compelled to 
note that David Cook is looking awfully fine right about now. So weird how that happened. 


After the break, the pimpmercial video is for that song "Heaven" by (I think) that band whose 
name sounds like Los Lobos. You know, Bo sang it in his season? Yes, | could probably look it 
up, but then the song wins. The video is all about the glamorous futures that lay before these 
three, but since | don't see the third lead in the Legally Blonde musical anywhere on my screen, 
I'm thinking we're being a bit optimistic. David Archuleta's champagne fantasy, | should note, 
looks almost exactly like Happy Gilmore's, minus Julie Bowen in a teddy with twin pitchers of 
beer. Weirdly enough, everyone's fantasy involves one to three Ford motor vehicles. How odd. 


Recap of last night: David A. washing all the feeling out of "And So It Goes,” Syesha rocking the 
very most one can possibly rock an Alicia Keys song, and David C. doing Roberta Flack and 
being kind of boring. Then David A. was as trainwrecky as he's ever been on the three words he 
remembered from that Chris Brown song, Syesha was utterly predictable on "Fever," a song that 
long ago lost its ability to be unpredictable, and David C. left his critics much room to snicker 
with some Switchfoot. Finally, David A. sang the world's most David A. song that didn't come 
from a cartoon, Syesha discovered that, whatever she's going to be after this show, the next 
Rihanna is not it, and David Cook was swallowed whole by the one thousand musical 
instruments necessary to properly perform "I Don't Want To Miss A Thing," the greatest single 
thing the world has ever produced. 
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Next up is Fantasia, singing...wow. You have to be very, very confident to get up and sing a 
song called "Bore Me." Particularly with Simon Cowell within 5000 yards of you, much less right 


there in your line of sight. Is this song title a hidden clue from the producers that Archuleta's 
got this in the bag? Or, wait, are the producers conspiring against him now? Every year it gets 
harder and harder to keep up. So Fantasia's painted her hair red, and not a single word she 
sings is decipherable in the slightest, and she borrowed all the beeps and snorts from Beyonce's 
"Work It Out," and as always it sounds like it must hurt a whole lot to sing like Fantasia, and 
ultimately? She's totally fantastic. And capital "I" Insane. Did she always know how to dance? 
This is awesome. Cut to Simon, mouth agape, struggling to comprehend. She has literally 
knocked Simon's brain clear across the room. He's finished. So am I. Wow. 


And then? Just as Ryan's about to send it to commercial, she pretends to make out with Ryan. | 
vote we just declare Fantastia a Double American Idol and call this season a wash. Who's with 
me? 


After the break, Ryan brings out David A. like we're about to start whittling things down to the 
Bottom 3. Only that's all that's left is the Bottom 3 (or Top 3 if you're being kind, which: not 
what they pay me for), so what's Ryan trying to pull here? Ryan totally makes fun of the Archie 
Girls in the pit (can you imagine having to stand there in front of them for two full hours each 
week? How many people you'd have to murder afterwards just to calm yourself down?), and... 
oh, | see what they're doing here. This is just a backdoor way of introducing the visits home. 
And can | tell you, if it weren't for this season's introduction of the call-in questions during the 
results shows, nothing would annoy me more than these interminable visits home. 


So: David Archuleta. Murray, Utah. It's the usual home-visit tropes: local morning show, high 
school cheerleaders, overcrowded town square, the mall. Only multiplied by a billion because all 
of Utah is currently losing their shit over David Archuleta at the moment. How do that many 
screaming 14-year-olds not scare the hell out of you? But David seems to take it all in with his 
trademark baffled smile, without a thought burdening his young head, and says "gosh" 
approximately 17,000 times. At one point he tears up, which probably made a lot of people feel 
better knowing that he's a human boy with feelings beyond "compassion for the homeless and 
feline AIDS." Not me, though. | still haven't gotten over that scene in A./. when Haley Joel's face 
melted off, and this here cuts way too close to that particular memory, so I'm left even more 
creeped out by young David than usual. And | have to ask, again, what is with this obsession 
with getting the camera as close to David's face as possible without actually giving him a root 
canal? Why do that? Nobody needs that much Archuleta in their face. You're trying to sell this 
kid as non-threatening, remember. We don't need to be frenching him with the lens. Back in the 
limo, David says how "overwhelmed" he's been by the sheer number of people at these events. 
"Gosh, where do they park?" Ha! Yeah, I'm as surprised as you are, but that was really funny. 
And human, for God's sake. We saw a couple glimpses there, | think. Past the stage grooming 
and rehearsed pleasantries, we got a peek at the...well-groomed and pleasant kid underneath. 
Which kind of makes the artifice that much more maddening because it's not necessary, but 
whatever. Gosh. 
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Oh, and | should probably spend a few words talking about the mayor of David's town and his 
Rollie Fingers mustache. It's insane. It's immaculate. It is in the hall of fame of egregious and 
meticulous mustaches, alongside Chester A. Arthur, John Waters, and Sidney Crosby in this 
year's Stanley Cup Playoffs. 


Back onstage, David's embarrassed by all the crying he did ("...gosh"), and Ryan's like, "Yeah, 
human feelings are a bitch," and | can't tell if it's more likely that he's being sarcastic or 
honestly empathizing. He reads off David's stats, then kicks it to a pre-emptive Idol Journey just 
in case he gets the boot (and which means you know that this hour is programmed out to the 


last possible second of overrun). The goddamn Archie Girls have apparently adapted and 
evolved and are now waiting for Ryan's pauses before yelping "I love you, David!" You know, | 
hate to play the curmudgeon and say it, but | think these girls are ruining the phrase "I love 
you" for the rest of us. What can it truly mean after it's been said to David Archuleta so many 
times? So David's Idol Journey takes us back to auditions, when I was crazy and thought /'d be 
the one defending him from the slings and arrows of you crazy assholes instead of the other 
way around. Then | dumped him for Danny Noriega, but he didn't care because he was busy 
becoming The Winner of American Idol back at, like, Top 24. Then he got boring, then the 
boring got annoying, and then Randy Jackson kept screaming about how he was the best, and 
then came his Neil Diamond apocalypse and it was over for us. 


After the break, it's Syesha's turn on the hot seat. Her trip home -- to Sarasota, FL, fancy! -- is 
just as typical as David's. Some lady shoves her baby into Syesha's arms for a photo op, because 
people really don't have any shame anymore. I'm quite interested in Syesha's hot piece of a 
bodyguard, but we never really get back to him after he wards off the baby-throwers. Syesha 
cries at her high school, and goes to her actual home where her parents are made to wear 
"Syesha!" t-shirts and her dad is made to talk about his struggles with addiction. At her high 
school, she says maybe the most typical things you could think to say (wow, "live your dreams" 
-- | think I will!), but then she manages to be genuinely excited/terrified to fly in a helicopter, 
which | think is about right. Much in the same way as David Archuleta, I'm kind of eternally 
searching for the real Syesha. Who's not as horrible as | once thought she might be, I've 
decided. Anyway, more tears in the car ride back to the airport, because the visits home are all 
about wringing the tears out of these kids, and more talk about living your dreams. Yes, yes. 
Understood. 
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Back onstage, we see Syesha's Idol Journey: that audition that | totally hated, whoring out her 
dad, that annoying-ass lost-voice crap she pulled in Hollywood. | actually have no idea when | 
turned the corner and started actually liking her, despite her many limitations, but the last few 
weeks have been a very Syesha-positive time. My dream was apparently to be a reluctant 
supporter of Syesha Mercado, and | am living it! 


Finally, it's time for David Cook. Ryan calls David's little brother Andrew to the stage (not the 
one who's sick, I'm fairly certain), and David tells the story about how it was really Andrew who 
was auditioning and David, merely there for moral support, was plucked by the producers to 
audition. What a great, probably-mostly-truthful story! So David went home to Kansas City and 
appeared on the local morning TV and radio shows, if you can believe that. The weather in KC 
isn't exactly cooperating, as it's literally raining on David's parade. Some girl, who is really old 
enough to know better, openly weeps while he gives her an autograph. Once again: how does a 
person process that kind of thing? Because I'm not sure I'd be able to help myself from ordering 
this girl to pull herself together before | sign anything. Autographs are for the stable! Anyway, 
David stops by his elementary school to surprise his old music teacher with some flowers 
because, as Jacob said yesterday, he is a jerk. The weather improves some for the official 
parade through town, and David and Andrew both freak out from time to time. Andrew, it 
should be noted, got the normal-sized head in the family. And because it's the law, David cries 
a bit. | really am pretty fond of him, particularly when he gets so psyched about throwing out 
the first pitch at the Royals game. Anyone who can get that excited about the Royals has to be 
pretty okay. 


Back onstage, Ryan lets Randy clarify his apparently conflicting advice last night (the "rock 
out!"/"you shouldn't have rocked out!" stuff that came about because Randy's more interested 
in one-upping Simon than being an actual judge), and Randy explains that he liked 

the decision to sing Switchfoot, just not the execution. David's Idol Journey is the story of a face 


in need of some covering up. | don't know. It's like night and day looking at him in his audition 
and the early rounds, and the only difference | can see is that he put a beard on that face. He 
also managed to be the only one worth listening to in the entire Top 12, week to week, so there 
was that. It appears that his entire history on this show has been douchey-looking photo shoots 
intermingled with adorable-looking unscripted moments where he, like, hugged children and 
cried and stuff. Ryan takes a shot at his researchers for making him say "Chaka Khan" instead of 
"Roberta Flack" and then shoves us into the last commercial break. 
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When we return, we have literally run out of filler and are forced to watch something actually 
happen. David A., Syesha, David C. One of them goes home. Simon promises a "real humdinger" 
of a finale next week, and the rest of the judges once again pretend they don't know this fancy 
English language Simon speaks. Cook gets them all to grasp hands, and Ryan announces that 
Archuleta will be competing in the finale. The crowd goes apeshit for a billion years, and the 
other two congratulate him and then separate themselves from him ever so slightly, because 
apparently David Cook has developed a Seacrestian sense of televised drama. So now it's just 
Syesha and David C., which, if you've been paying attention at all, isn't even close. And indeed, 
it's Syesha's time to go. The crowd tackily screeches for David, but thankfully nobody's a bit 
surprised by this, least of all Syesha. Cook wraps Syesha up into his suddenly-gargantuan frame 
(seriously, out there with Arch, Syesha, and Ryan he looks like a giant), which isn't a bad way to 


go.) 


So Syesha thanks her fans and then sings herself out with that Alicia Keys song she did so well 
yesterday. Her dad and Archuleta both sing along with her. Not too bad, Syesha Mercado. 
Though | guess her third-place showing means she's more of an inspiration for Hillary than 
Obama. Ah well. David v. David finale next week, y'all! See you there! 


IN WHICH SIMON MESSES WITH YOUR HEAD 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 7 | Episode 41 | Aired on 05.20.2008 


Season 7: Finale, Part | - Two Davids, three songs, and a nation divided: which will have the honor of being crushed 
beneath the wheels of an antique and monstrous industry? America, you decide! 


To an orchestral tune that's half-Rocky, half Masterpiece Theatre, a big dumb old-school mic 
comes snaking down from the ceiling into the hand of an old, old man who talks like wrestling. 
So this is like a boxing match. Because when | look into the confused Bambi eyes of Archuleta 
and the skinny-pants indie mojo of Cook, | won't deny it. | do think of violence. 


Here's what | think. This whole thing is going to be stupid. You know it, and | know it. No 
matter how pretty they sing, or whatever other crap Ryan pulls out of his hat, this is going to be 
dumb as hell. And then it's going to be down to the voting blocs. | have trouble imagining a 
single person in this universe who would randomly turn on the TV and be like, "American Idol? | 
have not heard of this!" and then an hour later be mobilized to pick up the phone by exciting 
fucking songs like "Don't Let The Sun Go Down On Me." Or "Imagine," or whatever the unholy 
crap the coronation songs are going to be this year. So it doesn't actually matter how they do 
tonight, or really even what the judges say. It's going to be about who you like more, and if you 
feel like voting -- which may in fact be influenced by what the judges say, if you are a crazy -- 
and whoever you like more, in aggregate as Americans, that's who's going to win. 


So since that's the entire point, why even sing? | like listening to both of their voices, but if this 
song were about voices, there's a list of people | have written here on the inside of my hand 
that should still be here. So | say you let them keep those gloves on, and we drop a mesh steel 
cage down on there, and tell them that whoever stays conscious the longest will win whatever 
the prize is that they win on this show, which | either can't remember or never actually knew. 
Toss in some metal folding chairs and aluminum baseball bats in case it gets boring, serve up 
some Coors Light to the audience, and let 'em go. Because the slapping, hair-pulling girlfight 
that would commence would be even better than this show usually is. 


"Welcome to the Nokia Theatre," "let's get ready to rumble," "At 180 pounds, the real deal from 
Missouri, David ‘Sugarfoot’ Cook!" | am not making this up, this really happened. These are all 
phrases the old man says. ["That's not just any old guy, that's Michael Buffer who has made his 
living kicking off fights... though I'm ashamed to admit that | know that." -- Angel "Weighing in 
at a hundred pounds soaking wet," in the other corner, "David 'Babyface' Archuleta!" And | 
mean, sure. There hasn't been a male-on-male showdown on this show since the overwhelming 
tide of testosterone last splashed up around our necks in Season Two and threatened to 
overwhelm us all with its virility. And | would pay ever so much money to watch Ruben beat the 
shit out of Clay. But ... 
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This is the level of creativity on display? "We need a theme. So like, what is this season like? 
They're both guys. What do guys do together that's kind of like this show?" And man, I have a 
lot of suggestions on that one, and some but not necessarily all of them are appropriate for this 
venue. But "pugilism" would not even occur to me. A thousand monkeys with a thousand 
typewriters, shown photographs of the Davids in a controlled environment, would not come up 
with boxing as a theme. What the Davids are best at is making insincere schmucky faces, being 
inauthentic and weird, and crying like giant babies. Which all boxers do, but not in the ring. 
Maybe boxers do crossword puzzles on their spare time, but | bet they don't think it's 
something to brag about. 


Ryan comes out onstage and makes some insincere schmucky faces of his own, and then asks 
for cheers from the crowd. Archuleta gets a scream about half of Cook's, or about equal to 
Randy's applause, and Cook gets only slightly less than Simon. Then there's a video about a 
boxing... person... for some reason, and some shit like the Davids are in The Matrix if The 
Matrix had... boxing, and some crazy pictures of Underwood looking nervous, some pictures of 
LA, and then more about how "in one corner" just like a second ago, and then they try to make 
the boys discuss this week as though it's a boxing match, and they punch the heavy bag. | 
mean... 


This is ludicrous. I'm not even listening because this forced-analogy kind of bavardage is like 
half of all things that suck on TV. It's so backwards and stupid. | think they say Clive Davis and 
Andrew Lloyd Webber are dating or something. Clive talks some elderly shit at them and they 
stare wetly at nothing, and neither of them have ever hit the Seal, and the boxing guy yells and 
then they act goofy and squirrelly with each other, and Archuleta won the coin toss so he's 
going second. 


Ryan asks Cook how it feels to be on the stage at the Nokia Theatre, but he asks the crowd. 
How it feels. To be onstage at the Nokia Theatre. Which makes no goddamn sense at all, but is 
very fucking David Cook if you think about it. Archuleta tries his own inept hand at pandering 
equally but it kind of fades off into vague nothingness, because it's Archuleta. Cook tries on yet 
more hipster insouciance that neither plays nor is particularly appropriate, and just when you're 
tired of watching two idiots onstage pretend that they can work a crowd and just coming off as 
tools instead, Ryan kicks it to Randy Jackson, for whom this is a life calling. 
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Randy tells them to "leave everything on the floor,” and tells them that this is a "duel." | wish 
somebody had told me that once, I'd probably really have taken it to heart and would be a huge 
success now. Paula... leaves something on the floor, basically. Simon tells them to hate each 
other and strive to destroy one another, because he is awesome. Ryan asks if they want to make 
out, and Archuleta... does... so he talks about how great Cook is. And then, God forbid, Cook 
realizes that this stupid trite setup has no answers that are not also trite, because guess what, 
Cookie? You're on fucking American Idol. Trite is now your entire wheelhouse. 


But so instead of doing anything "trite," Cook shrugs insecurely like a billion times and mugs 
for the audience and holds up his palm, on which he has written "Be Yourself" or something, 
while Archuleta shivers and quakes and looks completely blank in every way. My conflicted 
feelings about the Davids have not gone unnoticed, but check it: If you smashed them together 
like in The Dark Crystal, you'd get Ryan Seacrest, my favorite thing in the whole world. So 
maybe | should think about that, and stop being so angry. 


...Except the next thing that happens is a commercial break, meaning a break from the 
commercial that is this show to other commercials for other shows, and | mean: nothing has 
even happened yet. They even do the coin flip in secrecy now because of that time Ryan fucked 
up and went running around the stage like he was chasing geese on a field trip to a farm. 


Clive Davis. Still looks like Darth Sidious, but has a kindly smile. More boxing bullshit, more 
elderly stuff that neither of them are listening to, one David licks his lips a whole lot of times, 
the other stares at Clive trying to seem agreeable and respectful but in fact comes off as jerky 
and arrogant. Which is which? Also very gross and not really exaggerated: Andrew Lloyd Webber 
basically sniffs Archuleta's little boxers. | guess that's the only footage they had, probably 
because Cook knows enough now to stay too far away from him for a two-shot. 


You know what's so timely and relevant? The Joshua Tree. Which came out when Archuleta was 
not even a dull little glimmer in his cute parents’ chaste eyeballs. So of course, Clive has picked 
"Still Haven't Found What I'm Looking For" for Cook. Which he is in turn, of course, totally going 
to rock. Dammit. 


And it's not like | desperately want Archuleta to win. | mean, this is my last recap of the season, 
and I've never really cared to shield you from my biases before this point, but | kind of hate 
David Archuleta. | mean, there it is. | don't feel good about it and | don't have a well-thought-out 
reasoning behind it. But | look at him and | see a wheezy little hobgoblin who is going to reach 
forty without ever having a single thought or making a single choice about anything. And at 
seventeen | think it's a draw, but how old do you have to be before that becomes your problem? 
Eight? The Church says eight years old is how old you have to be to make your own decisions. | 
think that's pushing it, but then I've met some scary 8-year-olds. 
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Frankly, I think seventeen is pushing it, because besides Michael Cera and the kids from Gossip 
Girl, who are fictional, | don't want any seventeen-year-olds making any decisions for me. But 
twenty? Thirty? So | guess whatever I'm holding against Archuleta is actually my grudge against 
Future Archuleta. And | mean, usually | /ove robots but this is a living, wheezing person we're 
talking about. 


But that's not my problem with this U2 tune -- which Cook's, yes, rocking -- my problem with 
knowing he's going to do it greatly, and then watching him do it greatly, is that who fucking 
cares if you can rock U2? Excelling at played-out, careworn Oldies Hits of the '70s '80s and '90s 
is what this show is all about, right, except what Cook is all about is about being better than 
this show, and being better than that. So unless he transforms it into like a soulful blues 
number or something, it's going to be Cook acing the Archuleta, which is gross. And which is 
what is happening. 


And it is good! It sounds just like David Cook singing U2 karaoke, and | bet it sounds ten 
million times better right there in your face, and I've always kind of known I'd lose my shit if | 
was actually there because | like this stuff, but: All the rock star junk in the world, plus the 
vastly huger crowd, | can't even imagine. Excelling at mediocrity is its own reward. 


Ryan dubs him "DC" and calls it a "duel" again; wonders if DC really did everything he could with 
it -- no -- and Paula says that she has found what she is looking for, and it is David Cook. She 
notes that his voice sounds great, which it does more than it has some weeks. Simon points out 
how tense he was at the beginning of the show, but notes that he was phenomenal anyway. 


Fucking Clive fucking picked fucking "Don't Let The Sun (Or Randy Jackson) Go Down On Me" for 
DA. Which is just so offensive on so many levels | can't even count them. His voice sounds 
deeper and stronger than it has, he does the cheeseburger hands, lots of runs and power notes 
and whatever, whatever, some bouncing moves, tight jeans, a chorus behind him, and then 
some diva growls at the end because... he is David Archuleta, he does that shit without thinking 
twice. Clive Davis claps his old ass off, because Clive Davis in his eternal and unending scary 
life has only found the time to hear five songs. Ever. 
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Randy tells him he finally peaked, and Paula has an emotional breakdown of sorts, and tells him 
he loves the whole world through his singing and whatever, it stops making sense at some early 
point, Simon calls her overexcited and tells him he was "okay" last week but tonight was 


arguably the best he has ever sung in his entire short existence. Which is... not even true. What? 
"Round One goes to Archuleta." No, it doesn't. What is going on with Simon? That's weird. He 
seems kind of disgusted to have said it. Ryan makes fun of DA for crying, and DA continues to 
cry. | want to do one of those tests where you show him a bunch of pictures of like fruit and 
animals and consumer products really fast and then ask him to make a list of all the things he 
saw. | don't think he would score very highly on that test. | don't know what he uses his cute 
little brain for. 


Round Two, contestant's choice, more boring boxing talk. | bet DC is going to fuck this one up! 
He makes such great choices usually because he has good taste most of the time. And maybe 
DA will do another Chris Brown freak show. That would be exciting. There's more talking to 
Andrew Lloyd Webber and the boxing man. | don't know why either of them are here. Clive 
Davis isn't even talking anymore, just this croaking sound like a house settling and then they 
go, "Thank you, | will." No matter what he was saying. They don't know, it's just croaking. He 
doesn't know, because he's out of his damn mind. But they're still grateful for his input. 


David Cook sings... Wow, this is shitty. This seems like the kind of thing that | would like, 
because it is about having hopes or something. "Dream Big." It's a rock song. Of sorts. It's kind 
of like if DA and Alanis Morrisette got together and wrote a song about having hopes, and then 
Switchfoot turned it into a rock song. Maybe this comes on Christian radio or something? David, 
you've pulled a lot of crap on my watch, but never that. 


Randy is amazed because he hit the notes and sang his face off; Paula: "A song in your heart, a 
guitar in your hand, applesauce in my tummy, a purple dragon on my tummy, little puppies 
with tummies, a little boat." Simon says it wasn't that awesome, and Paula says that yes, he 
won't win with that song. Because it was kind of ridiculously cheesy and earnest in a fake silly 
way, and Ryan is like, "Do you want to make stupid faces and mug for the camera?" And he's 
like, "I was just thinking that." 


"In This Moment," by David Archuleta. Wait, are these the songwriting competition songs? Oh, 
no wonder that other one sucked so bad. | thought it was a real song. I'm going to go back 
and... No, that still sucks. What's sad is that the DA one is actually better. It's got a better 
melody and even though the words are super smurfy it's still... better. And he sounds better 
than Cook did with that other song. David Archuleta! | have never preferred you over another 
person! David Cook! | always prefer you to other people! What will the judgery say? Their lies 
are turning true right before your eyes! 
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Randy says the song sucked but he did great, and could sing the phone book if he wanted. 
Thanks, Jackson. The money you pay for cheeseburgers in a month is my rent. Paula does more 
bullshit stuff, and Simon tells him the song choice was better, and that he wins Round Two. 
Which I have to agree with, as much as it pains me. It seems to pain DA too, because he looks 
like he's going to cry and pee and barf all at the same time. That would be even better than a 
cage match. 


Okay so now they do contestant's choice, but of actual songs? How did | not pick up on that? | 
was so angry at Cook for picking that lame old song! | should have trusted him more I guess. So 
now Clive Davis literally creaks at them like an old tree in a field that's too scary for birds to sit 
on, and ALW and boxing man are like, "This boxing analogy makes no sense." 


David is singing "The World I Know." Not a Song I Know. He's got an acoustic guitar though and 
his fake-ass earnest face on, so it's going to be awesome. | can tell you that | watched 


the Armageddon song about fifty times. | can tell you that and not feel bad about it. Because 
there is a point in that song when the guitar kicks in and you realize that you are watching 
somebody win this show, and that's a neat moment... As of right now | am not convinced that 
was actually what was happening, depending on how he does here, but it felt like it at the time 
and it kind of still makes my tummy feel funny to think about, because how exciting for him! | 
think that there will always be an audience for this show because there is something very good, 
and right, about watching somebody get something they want. It feels good. 


Oh, this is the sad clown song! Total Leery-Clifton Nuptials song! | had no idea what this song 
was called. Who is this, like Candlebox or something? Collective Soul. | had no idea this song 
was good! You just have to sing it like a person and it turns out that it is a really good song. 
He's such a sweet boy. I'm going to watch this part again. It's that song about the tears roll 
down and there's something in his eye and then he laughs at himself and there are more tears. 
You know what, I'm going to go listen to the other one and then listen to this one really loud. | 
think it was because | couldn't hear the cello or whatever, which is the whole point of this song. 


...What am | doing? I'm not doing that shit, | will just watch it a couple more times instead. It's 
slower than the regular flavor, and his voice is a whole lot better than that guy's, and also not 
processed to hell like that version. | think the problem is no strings, which provides a lot of the 
dynamic of the real one. | cannot evaluate this on the merits except to say that his vocal choices 
are genius, the places where he diverges from the old song, but that's it. His voice sounds really 
good, though, and he does the falsetto thing at the end, which is... Oh, David Cook is crying. He 
totally finessed the end of that last high note because he was going to cry. That's how Kelly 
Clarkson fucking got me too, when I was just a little child like David Archuleta. | don't even 
know what to say about that. He actually looks like a human being. I've called him a lot of 
things but | never really thought about that part. 
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On review, | think he just about loses it three different times, because it is very huge, and he's 
very much trying to hold it together after the song. He looks incredibly young, for a man. Randy 
tells him it was awesome, and David keeps it together, and then Paula says that he is standing 
in his truth. Which sobers him up real fast, because one of us has to keep it together, lady. 
Simon tells him he's one of the nicest and most sincere Idols ever. He calls it a beautiful song -- 
which, has Simon ever used that word, ever? -- but that it was a completely wrong choice for 
right now. | don't know about this. Look at the guy. He looks like a normal person, he's not 
doing any of his weird shit or doing anything except standing there being spectacular, and 
somebody you would be friends with. It was a fantastic performance, and he has never been so 
relatable or as beautiful or actually humble and excited as he is right this second, so whatever. 
He's going to fuck it up in a second, | know that, because he's David Cook. 


"I understand what you're saying," he admits, but he says that he didn't want to do something 
("Billie Jean,” "Hello") that he'd done before. Such as ... "Imagine," which Archuleta is about to 
do. Nice smooth dick move, Cook. Only a loser would sing some song they'd already succeeded 
with. 


On the other hand, Archuleta can go hang because why the fuck would | ever want anybody to 
sing this song on this show, particularly DA with his timing issues and lip-licking and 
diva-glorious soaring ornamentation? He hits some fantastic notes, but it's a song that sounds 
new and interesting exactly once every like five years, and dumbing it down with the plodding 
time signature -- against which you seem bent on hurling yourself like a pigeon one 
warmed-over and -- only serves to make it even more warmed-over and Clay-like. Yeah, | said it. 


Randy tells him that he is "exactly what this show is about." | have nothing to add to that. David 
Archuleta is exactly what this show is about. It's not a fucking compliment. Randy tells him he 
just won, weirdly, and Paula says the same, and Simon's like, "You know..." And I'm thinking 
about crossing my fingers, but | dunno. He says this is "one of the great Finals,” true actually, 
and what we just saw was a KO. | can't even judge it because | hate the song, which usually 
there's a workaround, except | hate the song because | /ove the song and | know David 
Archuleta and Paula Abdul and Randy Jackson love the song for exactly opposite reasons than | 
do, and it's all just too complicated to worry about. This isn't about singing. 
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To review: David Cook sang the U2 tune and David Archuleta sang the Elton John song, and 
they were both the same person for a second. Then two horrible songs, one or more of which 
we'll hear tomorrow, which was weird because the Cook one was a bad song done well and the 
Archuleta song was a marginally better song done marginally better by someone marginal. 
Then Cook did a very good performance of his song followed by a truly amazing performance 
of being a person and | think | sort of fell in love with him, but then Archuleta excelled at being 
on this show, which is the point of being on this show. 


Oh, and then Ruben sings that song we've heard every week, I think. It's really boring, because 
it's Ruben singing a Ruben-type song, and there are shots of ... the hell? People walking around 
on a farm and shit. Oh, it's the auditions and associated footage. How irrelevant and unrelated 
to the foregoing. Maybe this is in lieu of dealing with that shit tomorrow? If that's true I'm going 
to feel like an asshole for putting that off on Joe for sure, even though I think he will do a better 
job with it either way. And anyhow, it's been a wonderful season and | really have actually 
enjoyed it, for probably the first time ever. And you have, of course, been wonderful, and | will 
miss you. 


But so, let's place our bets. The cynical part of me says that Archuleta will win no matter what. 
Not because of voting blocs, because that's just self-aggrandizing crap about how you're cooler 
-- or older -- than the people who like Archuleta, or better/smarter than anybody that doesn't 
"get" David Cook. Neither of which are very attractive ways to deal with this show. But I think 
there's a not entirely horrible thing about David Archuleta winning, because he's a nice kid and 
gives me a hopeful feeling about the young people, and | think that probably one thing that 
Archuleta fans have in common is that they are nice, hopefully. Nice in that Jason Castro, 
Hufflepuff kind of way. Enjoys crafts. Popsicle sticks and glitter and safety scissors, and hugs, 
and dancing around to "The Monster Mash" on Halloween. | am very much in love with that kind 
of America. 


But is this finale all that different from Blake/Jordin, really? Isn't it as exciting, and as fresh, and 
as new as that felt? And aren't Jordin and Blake just kind of the girl versions of the Davids? | 
think when people toss the "Disney" signifier around, they're not just talking about 
greeting-card feelings and ignorant sentimentality, but also about this pretty Puritan idea we, as 
Americans, have had for awhile that to be truly happy you have to also be stupid. So by that 
measure, the even more optimistic and slightly less cynical side of me says that Cook will win, 
because joy doesn't necessarily imply innocence. 
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Maybe that's the way unhappiness justifies itself: at least I'm not content. At least I'm 

not blissfully ignorant. At least my lack of joy comes from a good place. | think that's a causal 
fallacy, cum hoc ergo propter hoc, that tells us that because we are smart people who are also 
unhappy people, that the two are linked, which means anybody who is happy is actually 


suffering, either from their actual unhappiness about which they are deceived, or because they 
are stupid, or because they are in a cult, or because their Dad controls them. | think it's a 
natural fallacy to make. Mostly because it's how we survive. 


But even if none of us ever see it, | still believe that you can be honestly joyful in the Brooke way 
without ever getting bipolar about it. So if you take away the neutered, enforced innocence and 
weird blankness of Archuleta or Jordin, you just have somebody who loves what he does, and 
wants to move forward into the future and make changes and play around with sounds and 
make new sounds that nobody ever heard before. | think you can be a bartender who writes 
crap on his hand and pretends to be a rock star as long as it takes to become one and has a 
weird melon-shaped head, and cries onstage when it gets to be too big -- you can be that guy 
and do your crosswords and still be something hopeful, and beautiful, and messy, and good. | 
think if there's a theme running through his song choices this season it's that, and I'm a fan of 
that. And | am even more in love with that kind of America, even if this show generally is not. 


| liked Miranda July when she was fucked up, a long time ago, and all her songs were about 
strippers figuring out that the guy watching them strip was actually their dad, and going into 
total meltdown right in front of you. But probably the most important thing she ever said was 
when she was finally sane, and it's basically about this: Most people don't have shoes that fit, 
and they rub our ankles and squeeze our toes and make little blisters that pop and are 
disgusting. (Don't worry, I'm not going to the Jacob place, it's not a metaphor: I'm talking about 
the literal shoes on your actual feet.) You could spend your whole life thinking that foot pain is 
just a natural phenomenon, so you should suck it up and go on wearing the shoes that you're 
wearing. Or we get together in our little groups and say the people with comfortable shoes are 
lacking something else: style, fortitude, whatever. But none of this is really the case: we just 
forgot that foot pain is not a fact of life. That life is actually much better than that. 


THE DAVID WE DESERVE 


By Joe R | Season 7 | Episode 42 | Aired on 05.21.2008 


Season 7: Finale, Part II - In a good way, though! Well, depending on which pony you backed. Or else you're simply a 
disinterested observer, in which case... David Cook won, is what we're saying. 


In three seasons of recapping this insane circus of a show, this is my first time covering the 
ultimate circus that is the grand finale. I'm very curious to see how this will go! Not in a Cook v. 
Archuleta way (though | have managed to work up something of a stake in the outcome), but in 
a "Will Prince show up and sing that 'I Am Your Brother’ song to Simon?" way. The auspicious 
way they open the show -- Cook and Archuleta, dressed in white, facing each other in some kind 
of staring contest on a darkened stage -- makes me think we may have the most gaudy, insane 
finale yet. Fingers crossed. 


Ryan greets the crowd, which includes the ever-available Holly Robinson Peete and the Poor 
Man's Carol Potter (...yikes) Lori Loughlin, and runs through the usual "biggest, bestest, most 
finalest results show EVER" stuff. He says that there were more votes cast last night than the 
populations of Canada, Spain, Portugual, Pakistan, Liberia, and the Federated States of 
Miconesia, like that says something good about the crazy a-holes who vote for this show. He 
also breaks down the voting percentage margin as 56-44, which doesn't tell me as much as | 
thought it might. He introduces the judges, two of whom are decked out in Coca-Cola red while 
the other is in black. Guess. Randy's also rocking an ascot, which | guess is in memory of 
Michael Johns, so he must be one of those people. | do not understand those people. 


Anyway, they hauled Mikalah Gordon out of Tyra's mothballs so she could "report" on the crazy 
David Cook rally in Kansas City. She's dressed up like Beyonce playing Cleopatra. People 
scream. Then Matt Rogers (whose season | didn't watch, so | have no opinion on him besides 
that he seems to really want to be on the show, like, all the time) "reports" from Salt Lake City, 
where all of Rulon Jeffs's wives scream their asses off for David Archuleta. Matt Rogers appears 
to be flirting with a heart attack. Stay tuned! 


Then it really gets going, with the Top 12 singing while the So You Think You Can Dancers 
dance. See, now that I've actually caught some of the reruns of that show, | can recognize them 
and squeal appropriately. No, I'm kidding, | totally wouldn't -- PASHA! YEAH! The Idols sing, | 
guess, and everybody's dressed in white but LAUREN!! You've heard "Get Ready” before, so | 
don't really have to explain much. | should point out that Janice Dickinson is in the audience, 
blowing kisses to the stage and shouting "I Love You!" And, look, | know I joked all season 
about various people kidnapping David A. and raising him as their own and how much better 
that would be for him, but seriously, somebody better take him backstage and lock him in his 
dressing room. If Janice is still the same Top Model judge with whose opinion | unwaveringly 
agreed, she's probably just screeching at Pasha, but better safe than sorry. 
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After the break, the Davids duet on that "Hero" song from the first Spider-Man movie. The one 
with Chad Kroeger. As you all know, any and all rock-tinted singers on this show get derisively 
compared to Nickelback by default, so this isn't a nice thing to do to Cook, even if the upshot is 
that Archie ends up just singing backup to him. 


Ryan then takes the stage to introduce some cross-promotional hoo-hah for The Love Guru that 
| refuse to even talk about. Don't see that movie, | don't care how many stills of Justin 
Timberlake in a speedo and pornstache hit the internet. 


Syesha gets to perform next, with Seal. That's gotta be fun for her. | do wish she had made the 
Final Two. Would've made for a far less suspenseful finale, but can you imagine the dramatics if 
it was Syesha v. Archuleta? THAT would've been a boxing match. Dude, she is so psyched to up 
there with him right now -- | don't think I've ever seen her smile this big. When did | start 
hardcore loving her? Weird. And JOEL MCHALE! Snapping his gum and looking totally 
unimpressed! His constant courting of Ryan on The Soup finally scored him tickets to the show, 
it seems. Good for him! 


Ryan jokes about how long we have until the end of this cursed season, then makes fun of 
Jason Castro's poor interview skills (continuing a long tradition of this show's CRUELTY and 
INHUMANITY towards Jason, or so I've heard). Jason's out on his stool, reprising his one great 
moment on the show, "Hallelujah." | can't believe they couldn't get Jeff Buckley to come duet 
with him. One more slap in Jason's face, | guess. Besides getting ahead of his accompaniment 
once or twice, Jason's as good on this as he was before. | still can't believe he made it all the 
way to fourth place. Which isn't to say | didn't like him -- he ranked right below Cook and Carly, 
and early Brooke and later Syesha, on my list of folks | enjoyed most this season -- but for a guy 
with no audition/Hollywood footage and a capacity for fading from one's memory that's truly 
impressive for someone with that hair, fourth place is pretty miraculous. Good for him, 
honestly. | mean, Melinda Doolittle's clapping for him -- how can I argue with that? 


Pimpmercial. The Top 12 sing "Let The Good Times Roll," and we see outtakes from the 
previous pimpmercials. Misty watercolor product whoring. Bonus points: we get to see Castro in 
the matador suit again. Back onstage, Ryan announces that each David has won himself a 
hybrid of their very own. He doesn't mean a Cylon hybrid, though that would be very cool, 
despite their tendency to jump you across the whole universe without any notice. 
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Ryan introduces the female half of the Top 12, singing a Donna Summer (!) medley. You know 
who could give a shit about singing "She Works Hard For The Money"? Amanda Overmyer, is 
who. Thank God she's not going on the tour. On the flip side, we find out that Brooke can make 
her voice sound like Donna Summer's, at least on the low notes. That's new. Could it be that we 
missed the chance at Brooke doing a sad piano ballad version of "Bad Girls"? Toot-toot, Brooke. 
Beep-beep! Amanda sleepwalks through "Hot Stuff," of course, but Carly throws herself into it 
with desperate abandon (again: of course). Then the SYTYCD boys come out and spin on their 
heads for a bit and the girls "toot-toot, beep-beep" and introduce Donna Summer herself. I'm 
seriously getting mad at how uninterested Amanda seems. You're singing backup for Donna 
Summer, lady. Work up some enthusiasm. No, the song isn't that good, but who cares? Ryan 
Seacrest is trying to breakdance, is how excited he is about Donna Summer. You could crack a 
smile or something. Donna then sings something we all know -- "Last Dance" -- and Syesha, as 
the last woman standing, gets to sing with her. Everything's coming up Syesha tonight, | love it. 


Ryan introduces Carly and Michael by perpetuating the fiction that theirs were the "shocking" 
eliminations of the season. Carly who had been in the Bottom 3 like four times already, and 
Michael who had royally sucked every week until the one before he got booted. Who could've 
seen that coming? Anyway, they both deliver an irritating arrangement of "The Letter," though | 
will say their voices mesh together incredibly well. | generally scoff at conspiracy theories, but | 
can easily see this as the Final Two That Got Away, in the producers’ eyes. The Irish vs. The 


Australian. The Battle of the Semi-Pros. See what happens to Chosen Ones on this show 
sometimes? "Shockingly" eliminated, is what. 


Jimmy Kimmel takes the stage to mock Simon some more. | just don't like him, I'm sorry. His 
show is occasionally funny, at least from what | see on the YouTube clips, but... no. Thankfully, 
it's just one short montage of Simon being a Word Nerd (tm David Cook, as well as Jacob's 
rageful nightmares) and we're done with him. 


Now it's time for the guy half of the Top 12 to perform, and they do so to the tune of Bryan 
Adams. AWES! OME! Bruce Springsteen is the him of America, people! Hey, so it's David 
Hernandez, remember? Not just a stripper, but a GAY stripper. The second thing makes it so 
much different, for real. Best at "Summer of '69," unsurprisingly, are Michael and Chikeze, and 
then the Davids emerge to duet on "Heaven." | cannot stop giggling, you guys. It does give mea 
small bit of pleasure to see Cook outdo Archie on Archie's big Hollywood song. Cook introduces 
the real Bryan Adams, who | absolutely thought was the REO Speedwagon guy from earlier this 
season. His new song, if that's what this is, is vintage Bryan Adams, and all that that entails. Bo 
Bice is down with that. 
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Jordin Sparks takes a break from sewing her vocal chords back together or whatever to plug 
the /do/ attraction at Disney World. Everybody who had Jordin at Disney World within a year of 
her winning last year can pick up their last-minute winnings with Ryan at the door. 


David Cook then takes the stage and performs "Sharp-Dressed Man" with ZZ Top which makes 
zero kind of sense at all, unless you're like Ryan and Simon and Clive Davis and think all guitar 
music is the same. David fits in well enough with the band, though, and dutifully strums along 
while the real guitarists play for a while. I'm pretty sure Paula stands and claps for the whole 
song, so, you know. The uppers kicked in. Mikalah reports from K.C. and interviews David's 
music teacher, who I'm pretty sure alludes to a torrid love affair between them, and then 
Mikalah tries to convince her to shake her chest at the camera. | made very little of that 
sentence up. 


Brooke White performs with...Graham Nash. Yes, "Teach Your Children Well" fits perfectly into 
the Brooke wheelhouse, but were Carole King and/or Carly Simon really too busy? Maybe they 
hate the show? It's tough to rationalize. Anyway, Brooke realizes her ultimate destiny of playing 
acoustic guitar while footage of children plays behind her. 


So the Jonas Brothers are up next, and | know even less about them than | know about Hannah 
Montana, about whom | only learned, like, six months ago was Billy Ray Cyrus's kid. You could 
tell me that the Jonas Brothers were comprised of Drake & Josh and Zach & Cody and I'd totally 
believe you, because | know the names but have no idea where to put them, in my brain. So in 
order to familiarize myself with this band who, let's face it, will be the first trio ever elected 
President of the United States by 2012 (Constitution, schmonstitution, the tweens shall have 
their say), I've turned to my most valuable touchstone for this kind of thing: my sixteen-year-old 
sister Emily. This next paragraph is hers: 


"Probably every Jonas Brothers fan in creation had their noses pressed against their television 
screens trying to get as close as they could to the platinum-selling teen trio. Ryan Seacrest, 
wedged in the crowd of screaming girls (you cold totally tell he wanted to freak out as much as 
they were), introduced the ‘JoBros' fairly abruptly, saying, ‘They need no intro...’ But when you're 
in a pit of screaming teenage girls, you've gotta give them what they want and quick, before 
someone pokes an eye out. They boys sing 'S.O.S.,' which was their first hit off their sophomore 


album, Jonas Brothers. They feed off the energy from the highly enthusiastic crowd. This song, 
if you could actually hear the words over the high-frequency screeching, is about what all 
teen-pop songs are about: a broken heart and how it can never be fixed. Oddly enough, my 
mom knew all the words. ["Dude, busted, Mom." -- Joe R] | guess after the 500th time hearing it 
blast out of my room over the summer it rubbed off on her. Yes, | am a HUGE Jonas Brothers 
fan. Embrace it. Fear it. Okay, back to the performance... with Nick and Kevin Jonas on their 
guitars and middle-man Joe Jonas with tambourine in hand, the electricity surged through the 
Nokia Theater. The super-cute Jonas Brothers killed their hit, as always, finishing it off with their 
three-part fade-out. Once the camera turned away and no Hottie McJonas was in sight ["Oh, 
Emily, really?" --Joe R], every girl could breathe again... and text all of their girlfriends about how 
amazing the Jonas Brothers were. | probably got about six text messages from my friends 
telling me to turn on American Idol. Did they really think that | didn't know they my favorite 
band of all time ["I considered cutting this part out but am leaving it in so we can all read it in 
ten years and share a hearty chuckle. Because at 16, | would've written the same thing... about 
Bush. So... yeah." -- Joe R] would be on American Idol? | mean, really. But anyhoo... the Jonas 
Brothers gave an excellent performance, and we should not be expecting the boys to be leaving 
any time soon; we have some talent on our hands." 
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Emily Reid is my HERO, you guys. 


Ryan's onstage now with an old woman -- is this his mom? He doesn't say, but Ryan's always 
trying to sneak his mom past us without noticing. Anyway, he introduces a clip package of the 
trainwreck moments from auditions. It's annoying, but it seems like it's in lieu of the goddamn 
Golden Idols, so that's a big improvement if you ask me. If they manage to get to 10 PM without 
a viewer call-in segment, we might just do okay. Anyway: boys who sing like girls, meth addicts, 
the mentally challenged (though fewer than usual), and the "| Am Your Brother" guy. | don't feel 
good about it, but remembering Paula dancing to that song makes me laugh, still. So they bring 
the "| Am Your Brother" guy out to sing, which is predictable, and he's accompanied by the USC 
marching band, like how Fleetwood Mac did that one time. Which means this guy is only the 
second-most crazily dressed person ever to perform with them. Paula and Randy get up to 
dance with them, so... third-most. 


Commercials. The Moment of Truth wants you to know that a man being attracted to another 
man is a shameful secret. Just right out there in the open like that. Classy as ever. 


When we return, One Republic, joined by Archuleta, perform "Apologize." If this was three 
months ago, | might not have fast-forwarded through this, but the burnout on these guys is 
severe. Also, the singer looks disturbingly like Spencer Pratt. Afterwards, we shoot over to Matt 
Rogers, who continues to foolishly try to scream louder than the Archie fans. He talks with 
some of the Archuleta family and... holy shit, David's grandfather is John McCain! How did we 
not know this?? We'll see how the results of this election portend for the one in November, | 
guess. More reason for me to pull for David Cook. 


Jordin's made it all the way from Disney World -- where Cinderella's fairy godmother and 
Aladdin's genie apparently teamed up to fix her vocal chords, | guess -- back to the /do/ stage to 
perform. It's a pretty intensely boring song, nothing close to the spectacle of runs and vocal 
accoutrements found on "No Air." It is my dream to perform that song on karaoke, singing only 
the embellishments. Anyway, this song is, like | said, dull as dishwater (it's no "Tattoo," even) , 
but it's nice to see Jordin singing, given the rumors. 


A comedy bit follows in which Jack Black, Ben Stiller, and Robert Downey Jr. (Tropic Thunder, 
y'all -- the promotional blitz is gonna be relentless) pretend to be Gladys Knight's original Pips. | 
will do a lot for Robert Downey Jr., and | guess that includes not fast-forwarding through this 
segment, which offers literally zero funny material. They're just... dancing like the Pips. For the 
entire song. RDJ looks appropriately embarrassed. Ben Stiller and Jack Black, you will be 
shocked to find, do not. 
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This show went five full minutes past the DVR cut-off. Remember things like the previous 
segment when that happens. 


Carrie Underwood shows up to remind us all what it's like to have a successful winner of this 
show. She is also wearing the overcoat version of Stephanie Seymour's wedding dress from the 
"November Rain" video. | have to say, it's so much fun to watch people who you know are 
normally right-thinking, rational, celebrities get dressed all crunk like this. For someone like Bai 
Ling, this is a trip to the corner deli, but for Carrie this is like the best Halloween ever. Love it. 
Anyway, she sings her song about hooking up with a dude and not knowing his last name 
(right?), and she is as awesome as She always is when she shows up here. She's really grown 
into Simon's prediction that she'd be the best of the best. Kelly's still my favorite, but Carrie's 
giving her a serious run. 


Commercials. | have to tell you, Pacey or not, Fringe looks effing awesome. 


"For the last time," promises Ryan, here are the Top 12, busting out a George Michael medley. 
KLC starts us off on "Faith," moving on to Carly, Ramiele, and Syesha. Overmyer? Could still give 
a shit. Christ, she should've stayed home and let Danny Noriega take her place. Tell me that 
wouldn't have ruled. The mic levels are going super crazy in order to preserve the illusion of 
harmony, and it only gets weirder when all six guys bust out "Father Figure." And, of course, 
Michael Johns starts us off, but they're all kind of the same degree of creeping smarm, are they 
not? Except for Archie, of course, and Jason Castro, who manages to make "Father Figure" 
sound damn near sweet. How does he do that? "Freedom" is next, and Young David gets the 
"heaven knows I was just a young boy," part, because this show is so desperately literal. The 
mic levels go haywire once more as the vocals get passed around the stage seemingly at 
random. 


And then? Effing George Michael shows up. It's not Prince, but it'll do. E/i Stone has totally 
renewed my faith in this guy. Paula... has Paula sat down once all night? Lady is flying. So GM 
sings "Praying For Time" and everybody swoons and Jonny Lee Miller has visions and a fake sun 
sets on TV and | remember how awesome Carrie was on this song during "Idol Gives Back" and 
Paula cries and the Idol producers pray for time because there is no way this show is landing on 
schedule. Seriously, though, George Michael is stellar. 


After the last set of commercials (at 9:53), Ryan's onstage with the Davids. One will win, the 
other will lose. While Randy and Paula blather on, | should mention that of course | want David 
Cook to win because he's my favorite and has been my favorite since semi-finals. Probably won't 
go out and buy the album, definitely will show some iTunes love when warranted, really hope 
he'll end up releasing a live version of "Always Be My Baby” because I really hate the way the 
studio version scrubbed the edges off... I'd just like to see him win. And no, I'm not a fan of 
David A., but I'm kind of thinking of his best interests when | say | hope he loses. The 
runners-up have always gotten record deals out of this show, but they've also always 
experienced some degree of reduced pressure -- and also scrutiny if and when their aloum 
flops. And if that happens to David A., I'd rather that happen in a quiet, DeGarmo way rather 


than a loud, Taylor Hicks way. It's a lot to expect of a kid his age, maturity level, and limited 
vocabulary. Better he be allowed to find his way with a slightly smaller spotlight on him. 
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Anyway, Paula and Randy are done, so it's on to Simon. Ryan has the balls to suggest that 
Simon's been "hard" on both Davids from time to time this season, despite the fact that Simon 
has blown sunshine out of his ass almost every week for both of them, only rarely pausing for 
the occasional wrist-slap. That's ludicrous. Regardless, it's a setup for Simon to apologize to 
David Cook for being such a shit about the song choice thing last night. Considering he 
managed to criticize David for choosing one shitty coronation song option out of many shitty 
coronation song options, I'd say | agree he was kind of a dick. Not sure if an apology was 
necessary, but | respect Simon's wishes to cover his ass seconds before he'll be proved wrong. 
He does say that for the first time ever (after heavily backing five winners and only one 
runner-up), he truly has no preference as to who wins, as they're both awesome. Strangely, | 
believe him. 


So Ryan gets the envelope from the Price-Waterhouse guy (question: is this the closest Ryan will 
ever come to hosting the Oscars, or is that his inevitable destiny as well?), then hushes the 
crowd for the big announcement. The winner ofAmerican Idol 2008 is... David Cook. Awesome. 


And then the DVRs across America cut out. Slow claps all around, guys. Two hours of NOTHING 
BUT FILLER and you go over by five minutes and don't even allot for it. Fortunately, | managed 
to cut to live TV for the announcement and was able to hit record on the "FOX 5 News" so | 
missed about ten seconds, but for anyone who was out having a life tonight (or time-delaying to 
skip the commercials), here's what you missed: 


Tears! Oh, there are tears. Archuleta takes it like a total pro, it should be noted. Cook is 
doubled over trying to regain his composure, but the floodgates are open. His mom sneaks up 
onstage (seriously, it's like turn around and she's there!) as does his brother, who David loudly 
claims is at "fault" for this whole thing. Camryn Manheim? Is PSYCHED! Simon's smiling a mile 
wide and he and Paula make out for a bit. Kansas City flips out, and Mikalah and David's music 
teacher make out for a bit. David stops crying long enough to remind us one last time that he's 
the Word Nerd (sorry, Jacob) and hugs everybody he can find. 


The coronation song is neither "WHOA, Dream Big!" nor the one Archuleta sang last night. It's 
called "Joe R Totally Doesn't Care," and it's about rainbows that are magical, among many other 
things. Big David keeps throwing an arm around Little David, which is sweet/calculating, 
depending on how you feel about him. His brother is seriously weeping. You know, for a terrible 
song, David sings it well. His eyes are glassy, but he only goes to the Clarkson place a tiny bit. 
He leads the Top 12 to the judges table to bring it home in front of the fans. Sure hope the fans 
can see with all that tickertape in their eyes. 
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So that's the season, you guys. Kind of a bad one, given how few contestants | actively enjoyed 
and how few truly great performances there were. The line to apologize for talking shit about 
Season 6 forms to the left, everyone. And yet my very favorite one of the whole Top 24 won, 
and that hasn't happened in four seasons of my watching this show. So that's good. Thanks for 
reading the recaps, and thanks to Jacob for being the world's best tag-team partner three years 
running. And congratulations to David Cook, should your handlers ever let you read your press 
on the internet (which they really shouldn't). 


